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2 WHAT OF THE NIGHT? 

His deadly poison, venomous, and vile, 
Which made it like a boiling caldron filTd 
With every noxious thing, nightshade and roots 
Of every deadly name, and reptiles vile, 
Whose steam ascending in the tainted air, 
Blighted all nature with its deadly fumes. 

The family of the first man, reveal'd 
In lines of blood, that Innocence had left 
The changed world : her robe of purest white 
Was seen no more, her charming voice had fled ; 
That voice that fell like music on the ear, 
And fill'd even holy angels with delight, 
Was heard no more — 'twas gone, for ever gone. 
Oh ! how ohanged the scene, since from above 
Pure seraphs came, fill'd with immortal joy, 
And peace, and love, to visit the first pair 
In Paradise. There in the lovely bowers 
The balmy breeze, with spicy odours fill'd, 
Such as Arabian groves can never boast, 
Fann'd with its balmy wings the happy pair ; 
While at a distance sweetest notes were heard 
From angel harps, tuned by the hand of love, 
Intent to visit man's primeval home. 
What holy, happy converse there was held 
'Twixt God and man, and holy angels, sent 
With messages of love, the matchless bard 
Of Paradise hath sung, in numbers such 
As 'twere presumptuous, in a humbler bard 
With humble lyre, to emulate or sing. 

But sin, alas ! soon changed the happy scene, 
And night ensues ; while Death in horrid shapes 
Stalks forth, and with his deadly barbed darts, 
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Dipp'd in rank poison from the burning lake, 
Makes awful havoc 'mongst earth's fallen sons. 

Thou Great Supreme, Almighty, Sovereign Lord ! 
Assist the humble Muse, and her restrain 
From flights presumptuous, and teach her how 
To lie submissive at her Saviour's feet, 
And pray for His Almighty Spirit's aid 
To guide her thoughts along the paths of truth, 
As in His word and providence reveal'd. 
Enough He hath reveal'd, for us to know 
While here, and often in few words we find 
Great truths unfolded, and so plain, that he 
Who runs may read. But often He sees good 
To try those powers which He hath given us ; 
That by close research and lowly prayer, 
And fair comparison with the several parts 
And genius of the unerring Word, 
We may attain to truth and knowledge Mr. 
Oh, Wisdom Infinite ! what heights, what depths, 
Can fathom thy vast stores ! Archangels here 
Are lost in awe profound, and prostrate gaze 
In silence : while from the beginning to 
The end, all things to Thee transparent stand, 
Thou givest no account to men below, 
Nor angels pure of Thy profound affairs ; 
Eternal holiness and wisdom give 
Sufficient pledge that " Thou dost all things well." 
Graved by the eternal hand of Love divine, 
Deep in the rock of His Omnipotence, 
His purposes are hid, and who shall dare 
To ask " What doest thou ? " Whatever He 
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Permits of good or ill, Bhall all combine 
To bring about His purposes of love. 

"lis sometimes asked by presumptuous men, 
Why the Almighty first permitted sin 
In heaven, or earth 1 Deep in the archives of 
Eternity, a volume lies, hid from 
The gaze and knowledge of all finite minds, 
Which, as eternal ages roll along, will page 
By page unfold its vast contents, writ by 
The Eternal Hand. Then in bright characters 
Of dazzling light and love divine, it will 
Declare, that God is holy, just, and true. 

Oh ! how shall we describe an awful scene 
In man's first family? Assist the Muse, 
Ye dark and doleful thoughts that hover o'er 
The borders of despair ! Two sons are born 
To our first parents ; and they both grow up 
To manhood ; the elder of a bearing high and proud, 
And fill'd with self-importance, as if he 
Were born to achieve something of vast import : 
But he was sullen, distant and reserved, 
Full of revenge and envy. But, alas ! 
A parent's eyes are often blind to faults, 
And Fancy thinks she sometimes can discern 
Even in failings something to admire. 
So our first parents, groaning 'neath the load 
Of misery and guilt, the fruit of sin, 
Indulged the pleasing hope that this their son 
Would be the promised seed, and bring relief ; 
Delusive hope ! as his sad history proves. 
The younger son was gentle,, true, and kind, 
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The Spirit of the living God had touch'd 

His throbbing heart, and turn'd the stone to flesh. 

Cain brought his offering of fruits and flowers, 
Deck'd out with all the pomp and circumstance 
That pharisaic pride could well devise, 
Thinking to make the Almighty One his debtor ; 
He was rejected, as 'twas right he should. 

Abel, his offering brought with humble mind ; 
The choicest of his flock ; but he was taught, 
That his best offerings could not profit God. 
Twas faith divine, the principle of light 
And life, that taught him to look up and through 
The vista of futurity, to that 
Atoning sacrifice, the Lamb of God, 
The Promised Seed, of which he oft had heard. 
He was accepted ; and his holy soul, 
Humbled beneath a sense of his own sins, 
Would triumph in his Saviour and his God. 

Mysterious change ensues ; how soon the night 
In its dark shades the doting parents folds I 
How soon was realized what God foretold, 
That enmity intense should hence exist, 
Between the Woman's Seed, and that of their 
Dread foe, the fiend and father of all sin. 
The angry winds long pent in caverns deep 
Sent forth a moan that shook the trembling earth, 
And ravens croak'd upon the wither d branch 
Of some tall tree ; while Satan, stung with rage 
Against the righteous Abel, now stirr'd up 
The deadly venom in Cain's sullen heart ; 
His countenance is fallen ; the purpose dire 
To spill his brother's blood no longer waits : 
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'Tis done; the dreadful blow has fallen upon 
The righteous Abel's head, and there he lies, 
A bleeding corse, upon the parched ground. 

Oh, ye fond parents! who shall tell the tale 
To your distracted minds ? But soon, alas ! 
You see the awful feet, in streams of blood. 
The sire of men beheld the awful scene, 
And down his careworn cheeks the big round tears 
In quick succession roll; but tears, alas ! 
Cannot wash out the dark and deadly stain. 
And there the mother stands in grief absorb'd, 
Grief such as man cannot attempt to paint; 
Nor can an angel paint a mother's heart 
Ye favour'd mothers of Britannia's isle, 
Adorn'd with every virtue, every grace, 
'Tis you, if any, must the grief unfold. 
But Eve had griefs which you could never know ; 
For then before her face her own first sin, 
Like a pale spectre stood, with outstretch'd hand, 
In which it held a sable scroll, on which 
Was writ, in crimson characters, these words : — 
" Ye ceased to trust the words of Truth and Love ; 
And took His deadly foe to be your guide : 
And now you see the fruit of your own sin." 
Oh ! 'twas an awful crime to disbelieve 
What their Creator, Benefactor, Friend 
Had said; and lend an ear to Satan's base 
Advice. Sceptics may sneer, and call the sin 
A trifling fault, but Justice proves it vile. 
Oh, what remorse must then their bosom sting ! 
Repentance, deeper than they felt before, 
Wrings their poor fainting agonizing hearts; 
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And now Eternal Goodness comes to help 
Their contrite souls; the promise He renews 
In gentle whispers of Hib Spirit pure, 
And gives more faith, to hold the promise last. 
Again they straggle through life's rugged path ; 
The promise in the distance shines more bright; 
Onward they press, and at their journey's end, 
Sweet Charity and Hope, those sisters fair, 
Of heavenly birth, say they are gone to Heaven. 

Do we inquire, Where is the righteous soul 
Of the first martyr? how was he received 
By Heaven's Great King? Imagination, aay ! 
Imagination ever on the wing, 
And prone to err ; but thou canst enter where 
No other can. Sometimes a sable form 
Thou dost assume, and dippest thy long wings 
In darkest dye ; taking thy downward flight 
To the dark regions of despair and death. 
There thou hast heard unhappy ghosts complain 
To the dark tempest, that upon them beats 
In mingled fire and hail. But who shall tell 
The anguish deeper still, that wrings their souls 
For grace rejected, bought with blood Divine ! 
This sin for ever bars all future hope. 
Enough of this sad tale ; come, turn thine Bye 
To fairer scenes; unfold thy whitest wingB; 
Thy Mrest plumas prepare; a feirer scene 
And happier service now awaits thy flight. 

Didst thou not see that Squadron bright and fair, 
In panoply complete, from Heaven's bright store, 
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The armoury. of God, laid up against 
The day of wrath, and awful overthrow 
Of wicked men? And how with gaze intense 
They waited for the Spirit of the Just 
To quit its bleeding corse, and soar above. 
Soon was the conflict o'er; the last sharp pang 
Had spent its deadly force; and now they sped 
Their way up to the realms of light and love. 
A weloome now awaits his spirit pure, 
From God's Eternal Son, such as He gives 
To those He hath redeem'd. Abel was such, 
For in the eternal purpose all His saints 
Were ransom'd, ere the earth's foundation rose ; 
And now Eternal Love a smile bestows 
That fills his soul with happiness complete. 
The spirits pure that wait around the throne, 
In wonder gaze upon the new arrived. 
For they desire to look into the great 
And glorious mysteries of redeeming love. 
A place assign'd him near the Eternal Son, 
Now marks him as with special favour blest. 
The first he was of that bright company 
Which the belovfed John in vision saw 
When in Patmos' Iale ; who had their robes 
Wash'd white in Jesu's blood, and who had come 
" Out of great tribulation." There he waits, 
Until his brethren come to join the song, 
In hallelujahs to their Saviour's name. 

Upon the earth men multiply apace ; 
Thistles and thorns spring up as God ordain'd; 
The sterile ground, cursed for the sin of man, 
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Requires hard labour to obtain its fruits. 
Wild beasts of prey in every jungle lurk, 
And roar aloud ; but God has put the fear 
Of man into their nature, true to His 
Own promise, which will never fail or change. 

Ages roll on, and little do we hear 
To cheer the heart, or chase the gloom away ; 
Darkness and death assert their wide domain. 
But now a twinkling star pierces the gloom, 
For Enoch walks with God, and stands a light 
And beacon 'midst the gloom, taught of his God. 
Tell me, ye saints, who the same path have trod, 
How with his God he walk'd ? He felt the sin 
Reveal'd in his own heart ; repentance deep 
Now wrung his sin-sick soul ; but faith divine, 
By God's own Spirit given, a Saviour shows : 
Upon that Saviour's blood and righteousness 
He rests ; in earnest prayer he wrestles with 
His God for grace divine ; that he may be 
Strengthen'd to do His will, and keep His ways, 
Along the checquer'd scenes of mortal life. 
And earnest doth he pray for all around, 
That God would turn them from their sinful ways, 
And the time hasten when the Promised Seed 
Should come, and reign in love and righteousness. 
And oft his soul ascended in sweet song 
To heaven's Great King, nor did that King despise 
His humble song. And he was faithful to 
The solemn charge he had received from God : 
He warn'd bold sinners of the judgment dire 
Their awful blasphemies would bring upon 
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Their wretched heads. He prophesied as God's 
Own Spirit taught, that He would surely come, 
With thousands of His saints, at His own time, 
To vindicate His justice, and assert 
His right to reign, and silence impious tongues. 

But Enoch had the common lot of man, 
And had to toil to get his daily bread. 
His hands knew how to till the sterile earth ; 
His bleating flocks at other times required 
His special care, while scattered o'er the vale, 
Or on the green hill's side, with instinct true 
They cull the sweetest herbage ; 'twas a scene 
Like this, to which he led his fleecy charge. 
It was a lovely spot of hill and dale, 
Circled around with rocks, and flowering shrubs, 
And trees majestic of an ancient growth. 
Winding its way, a rippling streamlet ran 
Along the vale, and on its margin green 
The snowy flocks partook their evening meal. 
No sound was heard, except from shrill-tongued thrush, 
That sent his wild notes down the list'ning vale. 
There Enoch sat upon a grassy mound, 
Shaded with spreading limes, watching his flock ; 
And now, in serious thought he seem'd absorb'd, 
For he was wont to woo the pensive muse. 
He takes a retrospect of his past life, 
And imperfection sees in every part. 
His humble soul now asks what he has done 
To serve his God, to spread His truth, and call 
Men to repentance ? and whether he has 
In tones of love entreated sinners to 
Return to God, to trust His promise sure 
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Of One to come, the Promised Seed, to give 
Salvation to our fallen race ? He feels 
Great imperfection, and in sorrow mourns 
Three hundred years he with his God had walk'd ; 
His God approves, and smiles upon his soul, 
A foretaste sweet that God will take him soon. 
And now, a holy calm pervades his mind, 
Earth's scenes recede, for God hath taken him. 
An angel band conveys him to the skies, 
At speed that leaves the lagging stars behind. 
But flesh and blood cannot inherit heaven ; 
While on their way mysterious change takes place : 
Corruption, incorruption now puts on ; 
And now mortality hath pass'd away, 
And is for ever swallow'd up of life. 

When good men are removed from earth to heaven, 
The change is sweet ; their sins and sorrows left, 
For ever left, no more to break their peace. 
With love divine the happy soul is fill'd, 
And holds communion with its God and King. 
But 'tis an awful omen for the world 
When good men die ; the salt is now no more ; 
Corruption spreads its loathsome fumes abroad, 
That, like a pestilence, destroy our race. 
A light withdrawn, makes darkness still more dark ; 
And so it was when Enoch was no more. 
The night grows dark, and every monster shows 
Its horrid form. Oppression stalks along, 
Devoid of shame, but changes oft its dress 
To suit its purpose, hateful at the best. 
Envy and Hate, twin sisters of the pit, 
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Walk'd arm in arm ; and Slander, with her vile 
And forky tongue, walks close behind ; for she 
Oft hides her head, to save her pelf or skin. 
Cold Avarice, for subtilty renown'd, 
Lays deep his schemes, and covers them with guile 
But often, in his haste, misses his mark, 
And grasps a shadow while expecting gold. 
Pride and Ambition, brothers fitly match'd, 
Walk side by side, in close communion oft. 
Pride, none ever yet could trace thy ways 
Entire : by thee urged on, Satan first lost 
The climes of bliss ; and by thy oily tongue 
And 'witching mien, deck'd out in every hue 
That ever art, or nature, could devise, 
Thou biddest fair to people his domains : 
Divines, Historians, Poets, Painters, all 
Have tried to trace out all thy wily haunts, 
Alas ! but they have fail'd, and ever will. 

But chiefly in those times of awful guilt, 
Most monstrous sins against Almighty God 
Prevail'd ; the awful oath and blasphemy 
Profane belch'd forth, daring Him to His face : 
Denying His existence, or His right 
To reign on earth. But the Muse sickens at 
The awful catalogue of guilt ; it was 
Sufficient to call down Jehovah's wrath. 

Another light springs up amid the gloom ; 
Noah, a servant of the living God, 
Is sent to warn mankind ; his melting soul 
He pours in strains of love into their ears, 
To vindicate God's righteousness and truth ; 
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Nor does he fail to show His justice too, 

In His sure vengeance upon wicked men. 

All is in vain ; the scoffer still scoffs on, 

And sneers, and boasts of all his wickedness. 

Now justice only waits the dread command 

To assert his rights. God has approved the faith 

And service done by Noah ; and He now 

Makes known to him His righteous mind and will, 

To bring a flood, and sweep ungodly men 

Away from earth, His patience wearied out. 

His covenant of mercy, love, and grace, 

He now establishes with Noah, and 

Declares His will to save him in the ark. 

He also gives commands what means to use 

To save his family, and to secure 

A seed of every flesh upon the earth. 

Noah had faith in God ; he therefore doth 

Not hesitate to do what God commands. 

He knows that though all else should pass away, 

God's word shall stand. Hence to his work he goes, 

And finds it prosper as his God had said. 

His ark completed, symptoms now are felt, 

Of something strange to come ; the brutes around 

Feel an unusual gloom, and coldness chills 

Their every vein ; the patient steer that tugs 

The plow, or drags the heavy wain along, 

Makes sudden stop, not usual with him, 

And looking at his driver, seems to ask, 

What means all this ? The meek-eyed flocks look up 

And press together close, they know not why. 

The savage tiger skulks close in his den 

All night, as if afraid to. seek his prey. 
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The feather'd tribes oft droop their wings, as if 
For them they soon should have no use ; 
The eagle from his craggy rook looks on 
The sea below, and every feather shakes 
With fear, for why he knows not ; then he takes 
His flight towards the sun, but soon returns 
Screaming as if pursued. Sweet Philomel 
Forgets her song, and silent sits all night, 
Pensive and sad. And now, as if impelTd 
By instinct, and led by a hand unseen,. 
Numbers of beasts, and birds of every name, 
Towards the ark proceed, and press around 
Its doors ; while Noah and his family now take 
Their stations in the ark, God shuts them in. 

Awhile, historic Muse, suspend thy tale, 
And let thy melancholy sister come 
And strike the lyre, to a long sad farewell 
To all below. God with a liberal hand 
Has strewn the earth with blessings ; and fair scenes 
Beyond description there were found ; but sin, 
Accursed sin, had ruin'd all, and brought 
Destruction on a guilty world. Man, by 
His awful conduct, had involved all things 
On earth in ruin, and destruction sure. 
Oh, it was sweet at morning's early dawn 
To breathe sweet nature's breath, and sweet perfumes ; 
To see the orange groves laden with fruit ; 
And dew-drops, like transparent pearls, o'erspread 
Each shrub and flower, refreshing all around. 
But soon, alas ! Mr nature's scenes will lie 
Beneath the wave. Farewell, ye perfumes sweet ! 
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Ye orange groves, farewell t sweet shrubs and flowers, 

And gardens fair, farewell ! Ye waving woods 

Of large and ancient growth, that long have stood 

Uninjured by the storm ; ye soon must bend 

Beneath the ocean-wave and say, Farewell ! 

Ye lowing herds and snowy flocks, farewell ! 

Ye feather'd tribes, of every wing and name, 

That soar towards the Sun, or skim along 

The grassy vale, or carol your wild notes 

From highest trees, or from the brakes and groves 

Pour out your songs in sweetest harmony, 

To you, sweet Nature's choristers, farewell ! 

Fair Nature's child, enchantresB of the groves, 

Sweet Philomel, thy last sweet song is sung, 

Thy last love ditty ended ; now, farewell ! 

All Nature weeps around, and sighs, Farewell ! 

The measure of man's sins is now flll'd up : 
He no contrition shows, but every hour 
By wicked deeds insults the Almighty God* 
And now the cup of wrath divine is full, 
And only waits Jehovah's dread command 
To pour it out ; — now that command is given. 
This day has been a day of much surprise 
And gossip 'mongst mankind ; for yesternight 
A stranger had been seen in various parts, 
Of an unearthly race. His form and mien 
August, clad in white robes, and in his hand 
A flaming sword, thai told of high command. 
Who can it be ) and what his errand here 1 
Was heard from ev'ry tongue among the crowds. 
Muse, thou canst answer these inquiries now, 
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For Time's unfolding hand hath made it plain. 
It was the Genius of the Storm, sent down 
By the Almighty, messenger of wrath, 
To execute Jehovah's dread commands. 
And now the shades of night began to fall ; 
And soon 'tis plain, the messenger hath not 
Been backward to obey his Sovereign's will : 
For now, above and all around were seen 
Huge clouds surcharged with the electric fires, 
Pointing like Alpine mountains to the skies ; 
Or like large fleets array'd in battle line, 
And waiting for command, their magazines 
Of death to pour around. And now behold ! 
Upon a sable cloud abovq the rest, 
The Genius of the Storm his station takes. 
In his right hand a flaming sword he holds, 
That flashes death ; it is the same that was 
At Eden's entrance placed,* to guard the Tree 
Of Life from man's approach, for evermore. 
All Nature gathers blackness ; awful gloom ! 
From cloud to cloud the angry lightnings dart, 
The thunder in the distance murmurs, while 
A shower of sonorous hail and rain descends, 
Sad presage of the storm that waits behind. 
And now the lightnings flash from pole to pole, 
And rend the yielding air, convulsed and torn. 
The flaming bolts with awful force descend, 
The tow'ring pines are smitten to the ground ; 
The spreading oak, so long the forest's pride, 
Is riven to its roots, and its strong arms 
Are scatter'd to the winds. High towers, the work 
Of man, fall crumbling down, and tow'ring rocks, 
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And mountains, tremble to their solid base. 
The awful thunders, bellowing peal on peal, 
Make the earth tremble to its oentre deep. 

And now, the melting clouds descend in rain — 
Bain, which will never cease, until all flesh 
Hath perish' d from the earth ; its torrents vast 
Conduct the electric fires down to the earth, 
And dire destruction pours on all below. 
The lowing herds, affrighted and distress'd, 
Pour out their dismal murmurs through the vales : 
Around, all is confusion and dismay. 
But how do wicked men endure the storm ? 
No doubt, they are affrighted and alarm'd, 
But true repentance hath not reach'd their heart ; 
They still reject Almighty Truth and Love. 

After a storm like this in times gone by, 
A calm ensued and nature smiled around. 
The herds and snowy flocks rejoiced to see 
Their pastures all refresh'd. The morning sun 
Appear'd to shine more bright. The woods and groves . 
Put on their richest dress ; the feather'd tribes 
Pour'd forth their souls in melody and song : 
But not so now ; all night the rain descends, 
And morning brings no change ; from morn to night, 
And night till morn, the clouds pour out their stores. 
The little rill, that rippled down the vale, 
Is now become a torrent vast, and foams 
And rolls along. The rivers swell to seas ; 
And ocean groans beneath the mighty weight 
Of waters, that into his bosom pour. 
And now, the waters cover all the earth, 

c 
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And man's last hopes are fled, for ever fled. 
To make the vast destruction more complete, 
The fountains of the deep are broken up. 
Volcanic fires, that roll their liquid streams 
Beneath the ocean's bed, in caverns dark, 
Or earth's capacious bowels buried deep, 
As if alarm'd for their own wide domains, 
With one vast effort rend the solid rocks, 
And breaking up the ocean's ancient bed, 
Send it in fragments through the watery deep, 
Into mid air, where, like huge furnaces, 
They burn, fed by sulphureous fires. 

Destruction now complete reigns all around. 
Pale spectres wander o'er the briny deep, 
And moan aloud, — moans answer'd only by 
The surging waves. But now a voice is heard — 
What of the night ) Oh, it is night indeed ! 
Dire desolation reigns. Buried the world 
In its cold watery grave. The vapours dank 
Obscure the sun's bright beams ; the stars are hid, 
As if they turn'd away from the sad sight. 
But still, one little spark of light is seen 
Far in the distance, on the ocean wave ; 
It is the ark I and sooner than a wave 
Shall injure that frail barque, the waters all 
Shall sink at once into oblivion's grave. 
For in the bosom of that ark is hid 
A family, from which the Promised Seed 
Must come, the blessed Saviour of mankind. 
Long days, and weeks, and months, the waters reign, 
And darkness reigns upon the throne of night. 
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But God, whose promise is for ever sure, 
Eemembers Noah ; the waters soon retire 
At His command, and on Mount Ararat 
The ark rests safe. Noah, and all with him, 
At God's command walk forth upon dry land. 
Meanwhile the winds had dried the spacious earth ; 
The Great Creator, mindful of his word, 
Commanded as at first that grass and herbs 
Should now spring up, which, nurtured by the sun's 
Prolific rays, earth smiled in green array. 

Six hundred years a wanderer on the earth, 
A weary pilgrimage, and just saved from 
The waters of the flood ; what Noah felt, 
Is hard to be described ; none but himself 
Could feel the thrill of gratitude and love 
That through his bosom ran, and fiU'd his heart. 
Noah had faith in God, as his works prove, 
And hence an altar to his God he built, 
Without delay, and offer'd upon it, 
Of beasts, and birds, such as his Lord appoints. 
But his strong faith look'd through the sacrifice, ' 
To One to come, the promised Lamb of God. 

And now beneath the canopy of heaven, 
His heart, too full to be restrain'd, breaks forth 
Into a song, in which all with him join. 

Almighty God ! Sov'reign and Lord of all I 
Eternal, uncreated Life and Light ! 
Source of all good, incomprehensible t 
Great Father, Son, and Spirit, all divine I 
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How shall unworthy sinners Thee approach f 
In humble song? Through the Great Sacrifice, 
And Saviour, who shall come to save our race, 
We humbly come to offer up our praise. 
Thou hast preserved us from the raging storm 
Of thy just wrath ; and saved us from the floods 
Of mighty waters, which have drown'd Thy foes. 
Thou our Creator art, and Thy right hand 
Hath saved us in our need ; Thy covenant 
Thou hast established with us and all 
Our seed, that with the floods Thou wilt no more 
Destroy our race. And by thy covenant, 
Made with Thy Son, the Promised Seed to come, 
Thou wilt destroy all sin, and earth restore 
To righteousness and peace. Hail, happy day ! 
Thou great Good Supreme ! fill our poor hearts 
With love divine, and gratitude to Thee. 
Teach us to love Thy ways, and walk therein ; 
Be Thou our hope, and joy, for evermore. 
But our poor songs are feeble : come, thou Earth ! 
Lift up thy voice with ours, to God most high ; 
He from the watery floods deliver'd thee ; 
Bring all thy stores, and pour them at His feet ; 
He hath restored thee to the sons of men, 
And thou shalt be a stage for mighty deeds : 
Let all thy rocks and vales resound with praise. 
Thou orb of day, assist our song, and shine 
With brighter rays to our great God and King. 
Say to the planetary worlds, that move 
Around thee in refulgent light, from thee 
Reflected pure : Pour forth your purest light, 
Your brightest beams ; and as ye move along 
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In majesty and grace, with sweet accord, 
Sing forth the honour of Jehovah's Name. 
Ye guardian angels, sent by heaven's great King 
To guard His people on their pilgrimage 
Through life's long maze, and listen to our songs, 
Oh, join us now to praise Jehovah's Name : 
Now strike your sweetest strings to melody 
Divine, such as in heaven's high courts ye hear, 
When saints and angels praise their God and King. 
But chiefly Thou Eternal Spirit pure ! 
One with the Father and the Son, come now 
Into our hearts, and fill them with Thy love. 
Teach us, we pray, more of Thyself to know, 
And more of that great Saviour, who shall 
Gome to save our race, and fit us for Thy 
Service evermore. 

The little Church, saved from a watery grave, 
And promises received of future good, 
Is little heard of; but enough to show 
Its imperfections, and to illustrate 
God's faithfulness and truth. He bids them live 
And multiply on earth, and so they do, 
Till man's large family is spread around. 

Ages roll on, and vegetation springs 
Profuse ; till earth, array'd in beauteous dress, 
Stands forth in all her majesty and prime. 
Come, let us wander through her vast domain, 
And woo fair Nature in her wildest scenes. 
Oh, let us penetrate her woodlands wild, 
Her deepest solitudes, unknown to song ! 
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Regions where foot of man hath never trod : 

There contemplate the wise and vast designs 

Of All-Creating Power ! here exists 

Life, in its vast variety of forms. 

From the huge elephant, that roams the glens, 

And tears the largest boughs to clear his way ; 

To smallest animalculae, scarce seen 

By microscopic eye ; but all are seen 

To Him that made them, and appoints their place. 

Oh wisdom infinite ! too high, too deep 

For man to know ; then let our powers adore. 

Now let us roam among the craggy rocks 

Of height sublime, where the wild goat is seen 

High in the brushwood wild, where nature stands 

Revelling in her romantic scenes around. 

Here let us listen to the loud cascades, 

That from their foaming urns pour out their streams 

In murmurs deep, down to the vale below* 

Then let us walk up to the sylvan scenes 

Of forests wild, where beauteous deer adorn 

The gentle slopes, and verdant sunny glades, 

Where, free from cruel hunters' tragic sport, 

They play in sprightly gambols all around. 

Come, pastoral Muse, now bring thy maple-crook, 
And oaten reed, and we will wander to 
Chaldea's land, up to the plains of Ur, 
Place known to fame ; for there a shepherd lived 
Of high renown : his mind was of the best, 
Solid and firm, his understanding clear, 
Integrity correct ; and kind, and true : 
His honour uncorrupt, and without guile : 
And what was above all, he fear'd his God. 



WHAT OF THE NIGHT 1 23 

The fair companion of his joys and cares 

Was good and true, and fit to be the wife 

Of such a man. Together they oft walk'd 

The dewy meads, tending their flocks and herds, 

In sweet simplicity of rural life. 

But He whose ways are in the mighty deep, 

Unknown to man, had mark'd him out to fill 

A higher sphere ; a sphere connected with 

The highest deeds of heaven and of earth : 

And now God says to Abram, " Leave thy home, 

And go unto a land to thee unknown : " 

Oh ! trying this, and hard to understand ! 

Leave that dear home, where all his sweetest hours 

Had been enjoy'd ! to go he knew not where ! 

Yes, even so ; nor Abram hesitates 

To obey his Lord, but leaves his home and goes. 

But, God's own Spirit had implanted faith. 

In Abram's heart ; that principle divine, 

That where 'tis real will ever God obey. 

Abram now takes a long farewell of Ur, 

And journeys southward with his wife and friends ; 

Servants and herds all following in their train. 

In Canaan's land he wanders, where his flocks 

And herds may pasture find ; for God had said 

That He would give that land to him, and make 

Him and his seed mighty on earth : but he, 

Like all the wanderers on this earth, must have 

His trials ; famine comes, and they must go 

To the Egyptian fields to find their food. 

His faith is tried, but he believes in God, 

Who in due time brings back the wanderer 

To Manure's plains again ; and there' he builds 
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An altar to his God, and worships there. 

There the Almighty condescends to bless 

His servant more and more, and shows him much 

Of blessings yet to come. Already he 

Was rich, and honours great He now bestows : 

Adds to his name, his wife a princess makes, 

As her new name implies. Canaan's rich land 

Is to him promised, and to his seed, 

A seed which God had promised to bestow : 

But promise greater still, that in his seed 

All nations of the earth shall blessed be ! 

Oh ! glorious promise this, above all price. 

By faith that Promised Seed he often saw, 

Saw, and rejoiced in God with all his heart. 

The history of God's people often proves 
That His chief favourites have the greatest share 
Of trials, trials such as shall refine 
Their hearts, and try their faith, and plainly prove 
Their love sincere : and such had Abraham. 
His best beloved son, God call'd him now 
To offer up a sacrifice to Him. Oh, what a task ! 
If Isaac dies where is the Promised Seed 1 
And where the other blessings high and great 
Which God hath promised ? Oh, how hard for flesh 
To understand 1 But Abraham had faith, 
And therefore at the promise stagger'd not. 
His God commands, that is enough for him, 
And he obeys. That God who always hath 
Stood by His saints in every time of need 
Appears for him. What joy must now o'erwhelm 
His righteous soul I his darling boy is spared ; 
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God's promise sure, who fills his heart with peace, 
And on his venerable head He pours 
Blessings, by which all nations shall be blest. 
Hence he the father of the faithful is, 
A name well-earn'd, which never shall be lost. 

Thus hath the Muse endeavour'd to point out 
A few bright rays of light, that pierced the gloom 
Of night in early time ; but time would fail 
To trace the wond'rous ways of the Most High, 
To save the chosen seed, and keep it pure. 
But He inspired holy men of old, 
To write the sacred history of His Church. 
Kings, Princes, Patriarchs, Prophets, Poets, all 
United with Evangelists, and last 
Apostles, who had seen and witnessed 
The mighty words and deeds of Christ our Lord, 
Have faithfully recorded every part 
Of His procedure with His Church on earth. 
And still the record stands, and ever will, 
A monument of everlasting truth, 
Omnipotence, and everlasting love. 

The Patriarchs, Isaac, Jacob, and their sons, 
Trod in their father's steps ; and they received 
High tokens of God's love ; distinguish'd as 
His chosen people, from whose tribes should come 
Messiah, to redeem mankind from sin. 
God was their trust, their refuge, and their shield, 
And brought them on life's weary pilgrimage, 
Safe to the end ; in difficulties oft, 
And trials sore ; but muoh that call'd for love, 
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And gratitude : on sharpest thorns they oft 

Were call'd to tread ; at other times their way 

Was strewn with flowers, from which the Muse might cull 

Full many a flower of sweetest fragrance ; 

But time and space forbid, so she must be 

Content to gather here and there a flower, 

And leave the rest for abler hands to pluck* 

But caution here becomes the Muses all, 

How they attempt to adorn what is so fair, 

In Inspiration's page so bright and clear. 

Shades of the mighty dead ! lend me your harps I 
Those harps that warbled on the banks of Nile, 
When the great Pharaohs reign'd, and Egypt was 
Great in arts and arms : oh lead me through 
That land of wondrous deeds, where I might get 
A glimpse of that fair spot where Israel met 
His son beloved, or where the brothers sat 
At Pharaoh's royal board. Oh sight sublime ! 
Well might the man retire to weep alone. 
Then with a thrilling symphony lead on, 
To where the Holy Family retired 
From Herod's cruel grasp ; there send your notes 
Up to the highest heavens, that Infant was 
The Great Creator, and the King of kings. 
Then strike your loudest strings in notes sublime, 
To that majestic song which Moses sung, 
When God had overthrown the mighty king 
Of Egypt, and his warlike hosts, and hurl'd 
Them to destruction, 'neath the briny waves. 

The time is now arrived, when Israel's tribes 
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Must enter on that period dark and drear, 

Which God to Abraham in vision show'd : 

When, for four hundred years, oppression's hand 

Should vex them sore. And now a famine drove 

Them to seek food in Egypt, where one of 

Their number had been sold, and soon became, 

By God's almighty providence and grace, 

Fitted to meet their wants, and to promote 

Their comfort there. But royal Pharaoh died : 

And kings arose that knew not Joseph ; but 

Who kept a searching eye on Israel's tribes, 

Lest they should lose their service, and in time 

Their power should be too great. Therefore they taught 

The tribes, what 'tis to be a wretched slave. 

Oh slavery ! who can say the miseries 

Of thine accursed bonds ! or tell the tale 

Of woe, that would describe thy doings vile. 

Let not that man presume to call himself 

A friend of God, who deals in human flesh, 

Nor yet a man, but write himself a fiend. 

Oh, how mysterious are the ways of God ! 
The people of his choice, on whom His heart 
Was set, permitted are to be bond slaves 
In Egypt ; and there to endure the vile 
Insults, and cruel wrongs, of wicked men, 
Four hundred years ! a trial hard to bear. 
Their cry went up to heaven ; and in due time 
Their cry was heard, and God deliv'rance sent. 

Angels of God ! that worship round His throne 
With awe profound ! we do not you invoke, 
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Nor worship ; that is due to God alone. 

That ye are ministering spirits to His 

Saints, the sacred page declares, and ye have 

Full proof given of holy service done. 

Nor do we ask for more than God hath writ ; 

But with the happy pair in Paradise 

Ye oft sweet converse held ; and in times past 

Have been permitted to explain or hint, 

The ways of God's good providence to men. 

But should the Muse improper questions ask, 

Without intention, with a loving smile 

Then pass it by, and pity our poor thoughts. 

What ye have seen, and heard, in heaven's high courts, 

Far above our present powers to know, 

Must secret be, until we meet in heaven* 

Nor what ye learn, when soaring through the vast 

Immensity of space, from world to world, 

Do we expect to know ; but on our earth 

Tour pleasure is to minister to man. 

Your memories never fail ; distinct and clear 

All things remain ; and we have proof of your 

Vast power and speed, and love to God and man. 

Well ye remember that calm evening fair, 

When in the land of Nile, upon the banks 

Of a pure stream ye sat, a little ark 

Of bulrushes your care, wherein there slept 

A lovely babe, there by its mother placed, 

And hid from persecution's cruel hand. 

For ye had charge to keep that infant safe, 

As it was destined to make Egypt quail, 

And lead God's people to the promised land. 

The balmy fragrance of the ev'ning air, 
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Borne from the spicy groves on Zephyr's wing, 
Regaled the sense, and brought a royal maid 
Of Pharaoh's house to taste the lovely scene. 
Of royal mien, with modest grace adorn'd, 
She paced the river's margin, and espied 
The little ark, and told one of her maids 
To draw it out ; the lovely infant wept ! 
The royal heart, full of benevolence, 
Was melted into love, and also wept ! 
The infant's sister soon procured a nurse, 
His mother dear, who soon received her child. 
Te guardian spirits, can ye tell us what 
That mother felt as to her breast she press'd 
Her darling boy ? Oh no, ye cannot tell ! 
The mother now saw God's kind providence, 
And sang His praise with joy and holy fear, 
And oft she pray'd for her restored child, 
And taught him soon to lisp Jehovah's name. 

The time arrived when Pharaoh's daughter 
Claim'd her son adopted, and with care she 
Caused him to be train'd in all the lore of 
Egypt's highest schools. But who can tell the 
Fears of his own mother, lest her dear son 
Should fall into the snares of Pharaoh's court ; 
To idols turn, and Israel's God forsake ! 
For him she wrestled in continual 
Prayer ; and many a message did she 
Get conveyed to him, intreating him 
To shun all sin, and cleave to Israel's God. 
Her prayers were heard ; her son grew up in . 
Favour with his God. Often instruction 
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He would pour into the royal ear of 

His high patroness, and show how wholly 

Worthless were her idol gods ; and oft he 

Pray'd for her at midnight hour, that she might 

Leave her idols, and embrace his own God. 

High patroness she was, indeed, for she 

Had saved and foster'd one, destined to be, 

Except Messiah, greatest man on earth. 

Oh, how fair hope and charity desire 

To know, if she to Israel's God gave up 

Herself with all her heart ; and whether she 

Now sings the song of Moses and the Lamb, 

In the bright courts of her great God and Ring ! 

Oft she must have observed the greatness of 

That superior mind which Moses had : 

And now, his years matured, she saw he was 

For deeds of high behest well fitted ; but 

She also saw the modesty and truth 

That in him dwelt, the symptoms of great mind. 

His high consistency and moral worth 

Had her sweet mind impress'd, that he must soon 

Take office high in royal Pharaoh's court : 

But soon she found, that royal Pharaoh's crown, 

Nor all his wealth, could now corrupt her son, 

Nor turn him from his people, nor his God. 

Oh ! who can tell the mighty influence 

His high resolves, and holy conduct, had 

On the fine qualities of her sweet mind. 

Her heart was high, but it was tender too ; 

And we will hope that it was changed by God's 

Almighty power, and that she rests in heaven. 
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The time arrived when Moses must decide, 
Whether the son of Pharaoh's daughter he 
Would be proclaim'd, and take the honours that 
Awaited him in royal Pharaoh's court, 
With Egypt's treasures all laid at his feet ; 
Or bear affliction with God's chosen tribes, 
Bond-slaves in Egypt. Oh, how hard was this, 
For one bred up in courts ! for flesh how hard ! 
But faith in God can all things overcome ; 
And he had faith, the faith that works by love. 
What did that faith reveal ? Oh 1 it reveal'd 
A city fair and high, built by the hand 
Divine that form'd the universe : and where 
His great progenitors through faith were gone. 
But he was meek, and of a lowly mind ; 
And little knew of those empyreal 
Heavens, where he now worships the Most High. 
And little could he know those honours great 
That for him waited, both in heaven and earth. 
Illustrious man ! his name connected stands 
With all the great events in earth and heaven. 
His choice was made, and soon to Pharaoh told ; 
And Moses now must flee to lands unknown. 
Towards the wilderness he wends his way, 
Till he arrived at Midian's sunny hills. 
A cooling well invites his parching thirst 
To take its fill, and near its brink sit down. 
Perhaps the guardian angels of the fair 
Surround the wells, and other limpid streams, 
For ever anxious for their happiness. 
Twas at a well that Jacob first beheld 
That Vestal fair, Rachel, his best beloved. 
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And at a well Abraham's servant stayM, 
Till fair Rebekah gave him from her hand 
The cooling draught, and she engaged to 
Be the dear wife of his loved master's son : 
And while he placed the bracelets on her arms, 
How did his heart rejoice, and long for home ! 
A fine example this for all who serve, 
From the high minister of state, to the 
Poor boy, who tends his master's snowy flock. 
Nor will the youth of my belovSd land, 
Who read my humble verse, disdain to think 
On the sweet hours, when, freed from study's toil, 
They sought the purling brook or bubbling well, 
To allay their thirst, and cool the throbbing head, 
And send new life through all the languid frame. 
And now at Midian's well Moses reclined ; 
When lo ! fair Zipporah comes with all her train 
Of lovely sisters, leading their fair flock 
To drink the cooling draught at the clear well. 
Surprised, they see a stranger at the well : 
Who, with a mien polite and princely, took 
Their part with so much grace, that others gave 
Precedence to the flocks of Midian's prince ; 
And the fair Zipporah became his wife. 

Years pass'd away in sweet domestic bliss. 
His own past history a tale reveal'd, 
That raised the wonder and the gratitude 
Of friends beloved ; and oft he would dilate 
On the hard lot of Israel's chosen tribes 
In Egypt. And the promises of God, 
He oft would state to his ancestors made : 
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That Canaan's fertile land should be their home : 
And then, how even that was but a type 
Of those bright heavens, where God and Angels dwell : 
And after death, would Israel's portion be. 

But God, whose ways are in the mighty deep ! 
Soon showed to Moses the great work he had 
For him to do. While watching his white flock 
One evening fair, he saw a brilliant flame 
Burst from a bush, which bush was not consumed. 
Stupendous thought ! the Almighty God was there I 
He Moses call'd by name; Moses obey'd, 
And heard the high command of God Most High, 
To go to Pharaoh, and demand the rights 
And liberty of his own people. But 
Oh, what modesty 1 the good man trembles 
At the thought 1 But He whose purpose knows no 
Change, still condescends to press the duty, 
With promise of His presenoe and His grace. 
Oh, love unspeakable 1 wisdom divine 
And infinite ! how oft short-sighted man 
Would God's advice reject, and ruin bring, 
Left to himself; but He whose name is love 
Still condescends to rule in earth and heaven. 
Moses obey'd his God, and went his way 
To Egypt, mighty wonders to declare 
By God's Almighty power 1 suoh wonders 
As for ever stand a monument of 
God's Omnipotence, and truth divine. 
But ah ! what modesty doth Moses show 
In entering on his work ; great pains he 
Takes to show that all those signs and wonders 

D 
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Came from God alone, who made the heavens. 
And there they stand npon the sacred page, 
Written by Moses' hand, by God inspired. 
Nor let the Muse attempt to ornament, 
Or upon them to throw a borrow'd light ; 
'Twould be, like holding tapers to the Sun, 
Or weaving vails, or webs, that would obscure 
Their beauty, and with shades their glory hide. 

Ye mighty Angels that excel in strength 1 
Who witness'd Israel's march of forty years, 
Through the vast wilderness, and guarded them 
From deaths and dangers oft : come now, take up 
Your bright ethereal pencils, and prepare 
To paint a landscape on yon blue expanse, 
Above the clouds : and with your pencils dipt 
In the bright font, from which the rainbow takes 
Its lovely hues, in -varied light and shade 
Sketch out the scenes of all their wanderings ; 
And show how oft by God's command ye wam'd 
And kept them from their ruin ; that we may 
Look with holy wonder, and God adore. 

Oh ! where will ye begin the wond'roua scene ? 
Why, on that awful night, when all the tribes 
Stood ready to depart from Egypt's land ; 
And at command, march'd forward towards the 
Wilderness : six hundred thousand men on 
Foot, besides their families ; flocks, herds, and 
Herdsmen following in their train ; besides 
A mixdd multitude. Oh, what a sight 1 
Then show us that bright cloud that went before, 
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Magnificently form'd, of purest tf faite, 
And edged with purest gold ; and died a light, 
As when the sun, in ohastea'd .splendour, steps, 
From his bright chambers in the golden east 
Then paint the fiery pillar, that by night 
Led on their tribes in form sublime, and show 
Its light serene ; as when the Queen of Night, 
In silent majesty, walks o'er the hills. 
Then take us with them, on their journey to 
The shares of the Bed Sea; the sea before 
Them ; Pharaoh's host behind : an awful death 
Now threaten'd them; but mercy interposed. 
Then show us Moses, standing on the brink, 
With solemn mien, his rod and hand outstretch'4 ; 
Then paint the foaming billows turned back, 
And like high mountains stand on ocean's bed. 
Then show the Hebrew tribes walk through the sea : 
And the mysterious cloud that shone on 
Them; but to the Egyptian hosts, darkness 
Intense and drear. Now paint their fiery jsteeds, 
And chariots bright, come rushing to the sea ; 
While thousands clad in armour follow on, 
Into the gaping channels of the deep. 
But Israel's tribes safe over, you must show 
The dread confusion 'mongst the Egyptian bands. 
The ocean sands, and waters from beneath 
Give up. Their horses flounder in the mire 
Below ; And chariots sink deep in the 
Softening sands. All darkness and despair ! 
Confusion reigns ; chariots 'gainst horses 
Dash ; and horses plunge on horses dying. 
The high command, and awful oath go forth, 
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But all in vain. Hark ! the shrill trumpet sounds 
A quick retreat, but sounds in vain. Ah ! 'tis 
Too late ! loud cries and groans each other greet ; 
But none will ever see the shore again. 
Now God commands the foaming waves to rush 
Down Ocean's channels deep, with dreadful roar, 
And there engulf His Church's enemies. 
Awful warning to presumptuous men ! 

That song sublime, which stands recorded on 
The page of truth, now Moses and the tribes 
Of Israel sung aloud, to God most High. 
And pious Miriam and her vestal train 
Awoke the wilderness with joyful songs. 
After deliverance such as we have 
Sung, eternal gratitude ought to have 
Mark'd their future course ; but so it was not. 
How deep the wound our nature hath received 
By man's first fall, alas ! no verse can paint 
Israel's vile conduct, and all nations since 
Declare the fact, that since that fall, mankind 
Will not obey their Maker's laws, until 
His free sov'reign grace renews the heart.] 

• 

Israel, though murmuring, and sinning still, 
God in His mercy spares, and soon He brings 
Them to the awful mount of Sinai. 
And there He gave them that most Holy Law, 
Transcript. of His own mind, which ever shall 
Unalter'd stand, though wicked men blaspheme. 
That law, though ever holy, just and good, 
Convinces man, that he cannot obey 
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Its foil demands ; for its demands extend 
To all the thoughts and actions of the heart. 
As no mere fallen man oould it obey 
Unto perfeotion, he must guilty stand* 
Therefore, to save our race one must be found 
That could obey the law in all its parts, 
And honour its demands ; for God could not 
His justice sacrifice, an attribute 
Righteous, and dear to Him of justice pure. 
But justice claims atonement for the past. 
Who shall be found to answer these demands 1 
The Son of God alone could answer them. 
As by Eternal Covenant arranged 
Between the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
God would accept the atonement of His 
Own Son, in human flesh, man to redeem ; 
Also of His obedience to His law 
For righteousness, to all who shall believe 
In Christ the Lord. The Son agrees, and takes 
Man's place ; and man, by faith in Him alone, 
Is justified and saved. The Holy Ghost 
Hath undertaken to renew man's heart, 
And turn the stone to flesh, that he may see 
His awful danger from God's broken law, 
And, with repentance deep for all his sins, 
Flee to the Saviour Christ, and trust in Him. 
The Holy Ghost then sanctifies man's heart, 
And strength imparts, t' obey his Maker's will, 
And him prepares for service here on earth, 
And everlasting love and joy in heaVn. 
Stupendous scheme of justioe, grace, and love ) 
Here men and angels wonder and adore. 
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And now before the Mount of Sinai the 
Israelitish camp m order stands. 
Prepared they are for that amazing sight 
Which Moses had induced them to expect, 
That God would on the mountain top descend 
At the appointed time. ♦ The thunders peal 
With awful voice, and on Hie mountain's brow 
A cloud of pitchy darkness rests sublime I 
From whose dark stores the lightning's fiery bolts 
Descend in awful vengeance, while the mount 
Shakes to its centre ; and in fire and smoke 
The Mighty God descends. Oh ! did you hear 
The trumpet's awful voice, blown by the breath 
Of high Archangel ? how it vibrated 
From rock to rock, from hill to hill, and down 
The winding Tale, and in soft cadence died 
Far in the wilderness 1 But what a sight ! 
The mount enveloped stands in fire and smoke, 
And trembles to its base, as well it might, 
For God the great Eternal Lord was there. 
But oh ! what hand can paint the wond'rous scene I 
The Almighty God, uttering His righteous law, 
In accents too sublime to be described . 
By mortal tongue ! The mountain trembling 
Like an aspen leaf before a storm. The 
Mighty trumpet cleaves the air with sounds, such 
As by mortal ear were never heard, and 
Echo aloud from rocks, and woods, and glens. 
The lightnings flash with a more awful glare, 
And thunders roil, more awfully sublime I 
The chosen tribes all tremble and retire. 
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But oh ! what condescension God displays. 
Bringing His glorious attributes to 
Baise mankind from misery and despair. 
He might have justly left them to themselves ; 
And when the measure of their sin wds full, 
Swept them from the earth, as chaff is driven 
From summer threshing-floor by howling winds. 

Oh ! could the Muse now dip her pencil in 
The blackest dye from Erebus, and paint 
Some monstrous thing, some nondescript of vile 
Infernal shape, such as would make men blush, 
And devils grin ; 'twould best elucidate 
The awful story she hath now to tell. 
While the Most High now condescends to show 
His laws and statutes to His servant dear, 
On Sinai's mount, in glory bright before 
The Hebrew camp ; the tribes rebel, and ask 
For gods to go before them, or to take 
Them back to Egypt ! What monstrous insult 
To the God of Heaven I To Moses too. 
And so the priest, Aaron, alas 1 who ill 
Deserved the name, made them a calf of gold, 
Of ornaments stripp'd from his people's necks ; 
An altar built, and offer'd sacrifice. 
Oh, what a fine idea for a priest ! 
Whence could it come % No doubt a present 'twas 
From the dark prince of Pandemonium. 
And brought in form, by the black legions, 
From the same dark halls, who having in due 
Course their work perform'd, entered the Hebrew 
Camp, where having each selected a fit 
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Heart, fitted them soon for the most deVlish 

Work they had to do. Nothing but mercy 

Infinite, and boundless love, could them have 

Saved from the Almighty's vengeance hot. 

Moses knew that, and pleaded with his God, 

God heard his prayers ; and though He chastised, 

He condescended still to be their God. 

For forty years He led His chosen tribes 

In the wild wilderness : by miracles 

Supplied their daily wants, and cherish'd them, 

As loving father doth his children dear : 

But oft rebelling, He had to chastise 

Them for their sins, a stubborn, wayward race : 

But still, His loving-kindness never fail'd, 

Nor did His love forsake His Church redeem'd. 

But many who profess'd to be His Saints, 

Alas ! were not ; as in all ages it 

Hath ever been. Oh, what is man, since by 

His sin he lost his God 1 an awful loss ! 

Oh, ye who have with care observed the Church, 

In all its wand'rings through the wilderness, 

Could more be said, or writ, to prove that God 

Is infinite in all His attributes ? 

His justice infinite, and would have swept 

Them to destruction dire ; but mercy pleads 

The blood and righteousness of One to come, 

The Son of God Most High. How boundless was 

His love, that gave His Son to die for men, 

Who should believe in Him with such a faith 

As hates all sin, but loves and serves the Lord ; 

His power infinite all things declare. 

He form'd the fragile wing of the small bee, 
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That sips its nectar from the sweetest flowers, 

And carries home its honey at a speed 

That leaves the swiftest eagle far behind. 

The minute particles of simple steam, 

Declare His power ; and while they drive the 

Thundering barque along the mighty main, 

Or nerve the engine's arm to great exploits, 

They all declare, that God their strength hath given. 

But who shall His Omnipotence declare 9 

All earth, and heavens sublime, proclaim His power. 

His wisdom infinite, all things declare ; 

From high Archangel's intellectual pow'rs, 

To meanest instinct of all living tribes : 

As well as His arrangement of all things 

In earth and heaven. His patience vast ! 

His holiness, too bright for mortal eyes ! 

All things created, wonder and adore. 

His truth, and every attribute divine, 

Proclaim Him Lord ! and He shall ever reign. 

Oh, thou poor wandering Church, hide in the 

Dust ! repent and mourn, return to God and 

Live : by faith, and love, and holiness, declare 

Thy deep abhorrence of thy awful sins. 

Many did so in Israel's tribes, no doubt J 

As Moses, Aaron, Caleb, Joshua, 

And many hidden ones, but little known ; 

But more, alas ! walk'd on in their old ways, 

And perishM in their Bin and unbelief. 

At length, the wilderness is traversed through ; 
And Moses must take leave of Israel's tribes. 
He takes his leave, with blessings on their heads, 



42 What of the niqhtI 

Such blessings as reveaTd the mighty mind 

From whence they came ; but aided by his God. 

Great Prophet, Prince, Historian, Poet he, 

Such, as none else hath lived upon the earth, 

Jesus the Christ excepted. But God had 

Said, that he should not Canaan possess. 

At God's command to Nebo's mount he goes, 

And climbs to Pisgah's top, where in great lore 

And condescension, his kind Lord commands 

That he shall take a view of Canaan's coasts, 

And look all round upon the Promised Land : 

That lovely land, which centuries before 

God had bestow'd on Abra'm and his Seed, 

Which to obtain Moses had wrestled hard 

For forty years ; but he must only view, 

And then depart from this uncertain world. 

Sad trial this, no doubt, to flesh and blood 

But in great mercy God His promise gave, 

That Joshua should lead the Hebrew tribes 

Safe to their rest, where they should serve their God. 

For Moses" faith, God's promise was enough, 

He trusts in God, bows to His will, and dies. 

Death's conflict o'er, his spirit God receives. 
Oh, what a change ! he now distinctly sees 
God's love was infinite, in taking him from earth. 
Oft in the wand'rings here, his soul had traced 
God's mighty hand, in all hia way through Me. 
A humble infant, in a fragile ark, 
Pursued by Pharaoh's unrelenting hand : 
Oh, wonderful ! Almighty goodness sends 
That monarch's high, aocomplish'd daughter fair, 
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To save him from her father s cruel hand, 
Restored to his: dear praying mother's arms. 
In time restored to Pharaoh's daughter fair, 
To be brought up at royal Pharaoh's court, 
And taught in all the lore that Egypt knew ; 
Was introduced to all her rare archives, 
Where he her ancient records could review, 
And trace the wonders of that wondVoos land. 
But to him most attractive were the scrolls, 
Where Joseph first interprets Pharaoh's dreams, 
And by degrees is raised to honours high, 
And first rank in the State. How he provides 
Corn for the time of famine ; and when the 
Dear sons of good old Jacob first arrived ; 
Their interview, and fears, and pleasing change, 
When Israel came to Goshen's fertile plains. 
Then he would ponder the four hundred years 
Of servitude, which Israel had to bear : 
But how they still increased, and great became ; 
But groan'd beneath the oppressor's iron rod. 
Oh ! little at that time was he aware 
That God was fitting him for the great work 
Of bringing Israel to the Promised Land. 
But so it was. Then the wild wilderness 
He trod for forty years with care and pain. 
In the fair records of the sacred page 
For ever he will stand, a type of Christ. 
Fine qualities of mind, with learning great, 
Were his : God had renew'd his noble heart, 
And given him His Holy Spirit pure, 
And every holy virtue in him shone. 
But now he rests from all his toil and care. 
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He bids adieu to the drear wilderness — 
To Hebrew taunts, and vile ingratitude ; 
And all the varied ills of mortal life. 
The Patriarchs, who had gone to heaven 
Before, and all the saints and angels high, 
Hail'd him with joy, and glory gave to Goi 
In glorious brightness, and unceasing 
Joy, his holy soul holds converse with his 
God, and to His glory strikes his sweetest lyre* 
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PART II, 



The holy purposes of God Most High 

Can never fail Graved in the eternal rock 

Of His existence they for ever stand, 

And all shall be fulnll'd at the set time. 

At promised Canaan, Israel now arrived, 

And by command from God possession take. 

Their leader Joshua, a man beloved 

By God and man, and fitted for his work : 

For under Moses he had high command, 

And had become a man of high renown ; 

And justly so : for few men ever lived 

His equal, taking him for all in all. 

Devoted to his God, he ever stood 

At Moses' side, who found him ever true. 

His talents of the highest order were, 

And all devoted to the cause of God. 

God had his heart ; his heart to God was true. 

In peace or war his object was the same, 

To serve his God, and Israel's good maintain. 

His was no easy task, to take the lead 

In conquering their foes ; and placing them 

Each in his lot, and give content to all, 
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In bold relief upon the sacred page 

His acts stand out : that holy page declares 

That all his days, Israel obe/d the Lord. 

What mighty moral influence he brought 

To bear upon the tribes ! Oh ! eloquence 

Divine and holy, far above the reach 

Of oratory's most persuasive powers. 

Oh, that the Church of God possess'd it more ! 

How did his fine exalted mind rejoice 

Over the tribes in Canaan's lovely land ! 

He walk'd by faith as his forefathers did. 

He knew that lovely Canaan was a type 

Of that bright world beyond the starry skies ; 

And oft his soul desired to be there. 

Until his dying hour he press'd the tribes 

To cleave to God with all their heart and powers. 

A great good man ! we may his name pronounce, 

As 'tis recorded in the highest heavens. 

Oh ! how depraved man's fallen nature is ! 
Israel oft wanders, and provoke their God : 
Who oft corrects them, as a father doth 
His son beloved, but doth not them destroy. 
He gave them Judges, men of talents rare, 
And holy zeal : and great deliverance wrought 
In wondrous ways, by miracles divine : 
But God alone can change man's stubborn heart. 
Samuel a Prophet, holy and devout, 
And train'd up from his birth to serve the Lord, 
Could not content them ; they would have a Chief 
To lead to battle, though God ever had 
Led them to viot'ry, for He was their King. 
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In judgment for their sin, He gave them Saul : 

A man of mien august, and stature tall ; 

But without grace from Heaven's renewing Font. 

Weak, ever changeful, tyrannous and vain, 

And fitted well to act a tyrant's part. 

God soon rejected him for his vile sins ; 

And in his mercy chose a better man. 

Oh, Britain, my belov&d country ! fair 
Are thy woodlands wild, and fruitful vales ; all 
Cover'd over by a liberal hand, 
With flocks and herds, and every needful good. 
Thy cities great, thy commerce vast and free, 
Thy Princes liberal, af&ble, and kind ; 
Mother thy Queen of thy large family ; 
And in thy breast she reigns in truth and love. 
In thy fair cities, towns, and villages, 
Houses for God in fair proportion stand, 
Where those that know their God can sing His praise. 
Give thanks to God, that many of thy sons 
And daughters fair are favourites of Heaven ; 
And worship Him in spirit and in truth, 
Though in some minor things they disagree. 
Oh ! hold your Saviour with a steady faith ; 
And let not Satan sow his deadly seeds 
Of envy, hatred, malice, and deceit, 
In Christian hearts. Satan will soon find 
Abundant enemies to try your faith. 
Blind infidelity— dark popery — 
And speculations on the word of truth, 
To turn you from its sweet simplicity, 
And sap your confidence .in truth divine, 
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Or warp the mind by specious vanities. 

Churches of Britain I gird your armour on ! 

And see that it comes from God's armoury, 

Such as His Prophets and Apostles used, 

When combating with Satan's legions rile. 

And as brave Joshua led on the tribes, 

To take the Promised Land which God had given, 

So shall ye fight the battles of the Lord, 

And lead the nations on to victory. 

Let love divine your Christian bosoms fire, 

And sweetest charity fill every heart. 

Ye holy Bards of Judah's ancient line, 
Bring your sweet harps ! and let us wander o'er 
The ancient hills of Palestina. 
When Samuel, the Prophet of the Lord, 
Judged Judah's tribes ; and warned Israel 
With a faithful voice, to shun their awful 
Sins against their God. At God's command, he 
Went to Bethlehem, to meet a stripling 
Of Judah's tribe renown'd, as that from which 
Messiah should proceed, and to anoint 
Him King instead of Saul. A ruddy swain, 
He kept his father's flock on Bethlehem's 
Plains, and tuned his harp to numbers sweet, 
Amidst surrounding hills, that echoed back 
The sounds in softest cadence. There his soul, 
Benew'd by God, ascended up to Heaven 
In holy raptures. He had often mused 
On the past page of Israel's history, 
From Abraham, and all the Patriarchs, 
To his own times, when Samuel was Priest. 
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Oft, when the ev'ning star with chasten'd light 
Reminded him 'twas time to fold his flock, 
His lyre he struck to sweet prophetic notes, 
Which his great ancestors had left behind ; 
His heart beat high for Israel's best weal, 
That they should be the favourites of God. 
God soon advanced him to a status high. 
The Philistines, Israel's besetting foes, 
Had brought their squadrons to the battle field, 
Where in the front their champion stood high, 
Array'd in all the panoply of war, 
Bidding defiance to the chosen tribes. 
David beheld the insult, and stept forth 
To vindicate the God of Israel's hosts. 
God's promise to His people he well knew, 
That in their seed all nations should be bless'd : 
Therefore he fears not the Philistine's boast, 
But in the strength of God alone he goes 
To meet the mighty champion of the day. 
A sling and stone alone his weapons were ; 
But David trusted in an unseen hand 
To guide that stone into Goliath's head. 
The giant soon lay dead upon the earth, 
And David bore his head to Israel's camp. 
Brought into royal favour, he became 
A mighty man, and led the warlike hosts 
Of Israel forth to conquest ; and after 
Saul's decease, their king became. War, alas ! 
Although victorious, brought him many snares, 
And never left him till his dying day. 
Favour'd of God, he was a mighty king : 
Tn arms, and council, he was very great ; 

E 
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And, on the whole, God did his ways approve ; 

But in the detail, much that He abhor'd, 

And visited with His chastisement sore. 

Oh ! what is man, since Satan led away 

His heart from God ) God's choicest servants feel 

The awful fall ! and ever groan beneath 

Its galling yoke. David, alas 1 was not 

Exempted from its awful blots, which stand 

Recorded on the sacred page, like huge 

Dark spots upon the sun's bright disc ; and sad 

And humbling beacons to all future saints. 

Repentance deep oft wrung his broken heart, 

And made him groan through all his future life ; 

For though God pardons His repenting sons, 

He makes them feel the dreadful curse of sin. 

How doth he mourn, and pray for cleansing grace, 

As in the deepest tones he strikes his lyre ! 

Oh, how from childhood's early dawn he mourns 

The moral sickness of his tainted blood! 

Then, to the great Physician cries for help, 

To heal his wounds, and form his heart anew. 

His soul is humbled in the very dust : 

And when through the dark shades he gets a glimpse 

Of his great promised Lord, to what sweet notes 

Of softest melody his harp he tunes ! 

Then as in holy vision he beholds 

The rising kingdom of his blessed Lord, 

Of which his own is but a feeble type, 

And views by faith the glories of His reign, 

He rolls his numbers o'er Time's utmost bounds, 

And calls all heaven and earth to join the song. 

When with amazement he beholds the earth 
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And heavens, in all their beauty and extent, 
How doth he call on all things to give praise 
To God most high ; from the tall pine that waves 
Before the breeze, to smallest plants that deck 
The mountain's side ! Then, to the shining orbs 
Above he calls, to aid his flowing song : 
The sun, the moon, and stars that ever move 
Around our sun, beneath the blue expanse ; 
And those bright fires beyond the milky-way, 
Suns to vast systems yet unknown to song, — 
He summons all, to praise their Maker God. 
His Sacred Lyrics, like bright jewels stand 
In God's own book, adapted to all times. 
When in prophetic notes he tunes his harp, 
In weeping tones he sings his dying Lord, 
Who he, by faith, saw nail'd unto the tree. 
How often have his melting numbers cheei'd 
God's dying saints, and his experience 
Soothed their anxious cares, and raised their heads, 
And help'd them to rejoice in Christ the Lord ! 
His ardent prayers, how humble and devout ! 
He wrestles with his God, as Jacob did, 
And without blessing will not let him go ; 
For David could not live without his God. 
As thirsty harts pant after water-brooks, 
So pants his soul to see his holy Lord, 
And hold sweet converse both by night and day. 
But when his Lord his countenance withdraws, 
How doth he mourn, and strikes his pensive lyre ! 
Oh ! how he mourns his worldliness and sin, 
And prays that God would take it all away ; 
And grant him a clean heart, and spirit pure. 
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Oh, how sublime his songs of gen'ral praise 2 

The rills, the rivers, and the roaring seas, 

He calls upon them all to raise their voice. 

Carmel and Lebanon, and all the hills 

Of Palestina, he exhorts to praise. 

The heavens, the earth, and all the universe, 

He calls to join the universal song. 

His songs shall grace the Church's history 

While time shall last ; and as the King from whom 

Christ should descend, according to the flesh, 

His name will shine, when time shall be no more. 

The Church, now highly favour'd of her God, 
Rejoiced to see King David's royal son 
Raised to his lather's throne, and wear the crown 
Of Judah. Solomon the great, the good, 
Had pray'd to God for wisdom, and for grace, 
That he might rule the chosen people well, 
And glory bring to Israel, and to God. 
God prosper'd him upon his royal throne : 
He soon began to build the glorious house 
For God's high worship — and to be a type 
Of that all-glorious Church, which in due 
Time Christ should come to save, and to redeem 
With His own precious blood ; and build it up 
A lasting temple, to Jehovah's praise. 
The wealth of Solomon was very great 1 
And peace and plenty crown'd his mighty reign. 
His fame and glory spread to distant lands ; 
And Sheba's Queen, attracted by report, 
Hasten'd to hear his wisdom, and to see 
The dazzling glories of his royal court. 
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Surprised she was ! and with delight exclaim'd, 

" Not half his glory had to her been told !" 

The Holy Temple no one can describe 

When God descended on the Mercy-Seat, 

And fill'd with glory the Most Holy Place \ 

While Cherubims of glory hover'd o'er 

The sacred Ark ; oh ! with what awe profound, 

The great high-priest must bow before the throne ! 

When Solomon did dedicate that high 

And holy Temple to the living God, 

Oh ! what holy prayers he oflfer'd up ; 

And joy and gladness triumph'd through the land. 

Yet, that glorious house was but a type 

Of that fair Church which Christ should come to build 

In later times, of living stones, hewn from 

The rugged rocks of nature's barren waste : 

But all redeem'd by his atoning blood, 

And clothed in His righteousness divine ; 

And by the Holy Spirit's sov'reign power 

BenewM, and sanctified : like polish'd gems 

They will for ever shine in heaven above, 

A glorious temple to Jehovah's praise. 

Come, feeble lyre, again resume thy song : 
For though Affliction's hand hath shook thy strings, 
The hand that made thee still can strength impart 
To sound His praise, for all His holy will. 

How sad it is, that man is so depraved, 
That fair prosperity cannot be borne 
Without a list of evils in its train ! 
In nations, as in individuals, 
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Prosperity brings pride that puffeth up ; 

And sweet humility, that lovely grace 

That shone so bright in the despised One 

Of Nazareth, is put aside, and hides 

Her lovely form in some poor peasant's cot, 

Where she can hold communion with her Lord. 

Oh, could we draw a veil, dark as the night, 

Over the mils of Israel's great King ! 

He in whose heart consummate Wisdom held 

Her matchless court, and from whose tongue and pen 

Pellucid streams incessant flow'd along. 

Instructing, and refreshing all around : 

He whom the Church admired ; and the world 

Gazed at, with envy, hatred, or with awe ; 

This man, alas I becomes the slave of lust, 

And, led by sin, and Satan's wretched train, 

Forsakes his God, to worship idols vile. 

The love of pleasure, and the praise of men, 

Temptations are to love the vanities 

And worthless trifles of a wicked world : 

Which, follow'd up, will virtue's pow*r destroy, 

And turn fair promise to a moral waste. 

Amongst the wives of Solomon, was one 

Of high descent from Pharaoh's royal house : 

An incident in Providence profound, 

Which calls to mind that, centuries before, 

Israel's great leader to the Promised Land 

Was saved and foster'd by a Princess fair 

Of Pharaoh's house : and now, one of that house 

Becomes the wife of Israel's greatest King. 

Well might the Psalmist say, " Lord, what is man ? " 

A wretched wand'rer from his holy Lord ! 
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Nothing but mercy infinite could save 

From endless woe ; and mercy, we will hope, 

Restored the wandering feet of Israel's king ; 

And brought him to the paths of life and peace. 

His writings and his song will ever stand 

On wisdom's page, a temple bright and fair, 

Set with the brightest jewels of the mind. 

But how shall we describe the awful curBe 

Brought down upon his own posterity, 

By his sad fell ? A race of kings succeeds ; 

Few good, but many bad ; idolatry 

And blood their course deform'd, and led the men 

Of Israel to sin : and in due time 

CalTd down God's righteous wrath, which drove them 

Forth into captivity, wretched and 

Vile, to mourn their sad estate, and weep aloud. 

But still, Jehovah had a chosen few, 
That worshipp'd Him in spirit and in truth ; 
Nor did His love forsake His Churoh redeem'd. 
Many there were who mourn'd, and sigh'd, and cried, 
O'er the abominations of mankind, 
And prayed to God to haste Messiah's reign. 
God gave them Prophets, men of hearts sincere, 
And talents rare and varied, who, in tones 
Of thunder, told the judgments of the Lord. 
Others there were, great bards of high renown, 
Who, in sweet notes of pure seraphic fire, 
Breathed words of comfort to the humble soul ; 
Or in majestic sounds of melody, 
Traced the vast wonders of redeeming love, 
And sung the kingdom of their coming Lord. 
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Others there were, who on the willows hung 

Their silent harps, as by the flowing streams 

Of Babylon they sat, pensive and sad, 

For they remembered Zion's hill, and wept. 

Oh, virgin daughter of Jerusalem ! 

Well mayst thou weep, and put thy sackcloth on : 

Thy lovely house demolish'd and destroy'd ; 

Its sacred furniture all borne away, 

To grace the feasts of vile idolatry 

In foreign lands. Thy king and nobles chain'd 

In filthy dens ; thy virgin daughters fair 

Insulted and reviled ; thy God blasphemed. 

Oh, Palestina ! mourn thy wretched lot, 

Brought on by sin against a holy God. 

Ye cedars, mourn, hang down your sable boughs 

To earth, and weep. Ye lofty pines, that bow 

Before the winds, and moan responsive to 

Their chilling blast, now sigh and mourn aloud, 

For Zion mourns beneath the oppressor's rod. 

But God remember'd still His chosen flock ; 
And mollified the hearts of Persian kings 
To pity, and to look with favour on 
The sons and daughters of captivity. 
For there were men among the Hebrew tribes, 
Whose virtues and high moral bearing proved 
That they had motives of an order high ; 
And God so interposed on their behalf, 
As proved Him to be Lord of heaven and earth. 
Awed and convinced, these monarchs lent their aid 
For their return to their beloved land. 
Chastised and humbled for their crying sins, 
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To God they turn, and build His sacred house. 

For they had leaders of a noble mind, 

Men above fear, devoted to their God : 

Prophets and poets of seraphic soul, 

Faithful to God, and faithful to His Church. 

These pointed frequent to Messiah's reign, 

And numbers look'd by faith to that bless' d time. 

But prophets die, and leave a changing world, 

And enter that bright rest above the skies ; 

And Churches wax and wane as God permits : 

But His own people, who His image bear, 

Shall in due time enjoy the promised rest 

As when the sun withdraws his cheering light, 

Hid by the murky clouds, day wanes apace ; 

So wanes the day of Judah's light divine ! 

And darkness brings a long and dreary night. 

Her prophets gone, no vision now appears ; 

Her priests, corrupted, seek for worldly gain ; 

And piety becomes a lifeless form. 

To add to all the darkness of her night, 

The Roman armies spreading o'er the world, 

Made Palestina bow her neck to Rome. 

In this degraded state there were a few, 

Who, strong in faith, waited for Christ their Lord. 

They search'd the Scriptures, and they thought they saw,, 

In the appearance of the present times, 

Some glimmerings of the Messiah's reign. 

They knew that God his promise would fulfil ; 

And though His glory did not yet appear, 

They thought they beard his welcome chariot-wheels* 
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PART III. 



Eternal Spirit i Giver of all good ! 

Father of life and light i Thine influence grant 1 

That while the Muse ponders the page of truth, 

Her spiritual vision may be purged 

From sin's dark films that dim the moral sight 

Of fallen man. Oh ! teach her trembling hand 

To strike the lyre to notes of sober truth, 

In sweet accordance with Thy holy Word. 

Amongst those waiting in Judea's land 
For the Messiah's coming, there was one, 
A virgin fair of David's royal line. 
She knew her own descent was from that house, 
And that Messiah from the house must come ; 
But little thought that He would be her Son. 
She dwelt in Nazareth, but little known 
To the great world ; for, pious and devout, 
Her pleasures were in often looking o'er 
The ancient records of the Church of God ; 
The Prophets, and the Psalms, if she might find 
When Christ should come to save the chosen tribes. 
And when domestic duties would permit, 
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She oft was found, smoothing the pillow of 

Some dying saint, and pouring out her soul 

In prayer and praise to Israel's God and King. 

While thus engaged, Gabriel, an angel high 

In Heaven's high court, was sent to announce to her 

That the Messiah great would be her Son. 

Well might her holy soul in raptures sing, 

" My soul doth magnify the Lord, and my 

Spirit hath rejoiced in God my Saviour." 

God's promise, which was never known to fail, 
At the appointed time was all perform'd. 
Behold ! an unknown Star in the fair East, 
Brilliant above the rest, proclaims the birth 
Of Christ the Lord : and shepherds, as they watch'd 
Their flocks by night, heard sounds of sweetest harps, 
And sweeter voices from angelic bands, 
Singing in raptures high, " Glory to God, 
And to mankind good-will, and peace on earth." 
While glory such as the astonish'd swains 
Had never seen, refulgent shone around, 
An Angel taught them where to find the Babe 
In Bethlehem, where Christ was to be born. 
The Eastern Magi, led by that bright Star 
Unto Jerusalem, were led to inquire 
What wonderful event had taken place. 
And that same Star now leads them to the spot 
Where lay the wondrous Babe. They worshipp'd Him, 
And offer d costly gifts, and home return'd, 
All wondering and amazed at this strange scene. 
The Shepherds too had paid their homage due. 
In what state did they find the Holy Child 9 
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Was He attended with high regal state, 

'Neath gilded roofe, furnish'd with silks and gems ? 

Oh, no ! a humble shed was His abode, 

And a hard manger His best resting-place. 

Accommodation strange from the great world 

To its Creator ! but, alas ! the world 

Can find but little room for Christ the Lord. 

When with His humble offering He appear'd 

At the appointed time, in His own house ; 

Anna and Simeon, two aged saints,] 

Who long had waited for their coming Lord, 

Bore witness to the Saviour, and rejoiced 

In God's salvation ; then with cheerful hearts 

Bless'd all around them, praised their God, and died. 

But there was one, a tyrant sent from Rome, 

Who jealous was of ev'ry power but hers ; 

He made Judea's tender mothers weep, 

And mourn in agony ; for he had given 

Command that all the infants of an age 

That would include the Babe of Bethlehem 

Should all be slain ; but God had sent His Child 

To Egypt, where He and His parents stay'd, 

Until the cruel Herod was no more. 

The Saviour grew in wisdom and in grace, 

Until His public entrance on His work. 

At length the great precursor of our Lord 
Made his appearance. From the wilderness 
He came ; his food and raiment were of an 
Uncommon kind, no doubt adapted well 
To call attention to his holy work. 
He call'd on all men to repent and live : 



WHAT OF THE NIGHT? 61 

! And in the Jordan's stream he them baptized ; 

A striking symbol of renewing grace. 
The Saviour's wondrous birth, and high descent 
From God, could not but oft His mother's mind 
Employ, but in humility profound. 
What holy indignation would have seized 
Her modest mind, could she have seen that time 
Would come, when wicked and designing men 
Would deck her out in tinsel, and in silks, 
And of her tell full many legends false, 
Which first were forged in Pandemonium, 
Thence sent, for priests and friars to circulate 
On earth ; men to persuade, that she was high 
As God Himself, and worship ought to have. 
What an opinion Satan must have had 
Of fallen man ! Beelzebub himself, 
Though in much pain, could scarce forbear to smile : 
When this Rescript his Secretary brought 
For him to sign, he thank'd his Eminence 
For service high— but fear'd 'twould scarcely pass. 

At length to Jordan's banks the Saviour came, 
Humble in guise and mien ; but love divine 
Shone in His countenance ; and something too 
That show'd the pure divinity withiu, 
Which soon from heaven above would be declared* 
With modest awe, John heard His calm request 
To be baptized ; but hesitated, for 
He knew that Jesus was the Sod of God : 
And wish'd far more to be baptized by Him. 
The Saviour press'd His suit, and was baptized ; 
For to fulfil all righteousness He came, 
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But lo ! as from the water He ascends, 

The portals of high heaven are open thrown ; 

A glory shines transcendent and divine ! 

From which a voice harmonious and sublime, 

(Such as was heard in heaven by seraphs bright, 

When to their hosts God first His will made known 

To advance His Son above all earth and heaven,) 

Declared that this was God's beloved Son, 

And that in Him He ever is well pleased. 

The holy doctrine, so plainly told in 

Holy Writ, that Christ was perfect God, and 

Perfect Man, hath ever been a stone of 

Stumbling to the carnal mind, that loves not 

God, nor will humble to be taught of Him. 

They say their reason cannot comprehend 

How it can be ; nor can our reason prove 

How God and man exist in one, quite true : 

Nor can Archangel's highest powers explain 

The wondrous feet. For God is infinite ! 

All others finite are. Then wonder not, 

That thou canst not explain infinity, 

For thou art finite. Surely no excuse 

For man is found, if he doth not believe. 

Explain all finite things ere thou reject 

Thy Maker's word, because thou canst not tell 

How He exists. Come, first explain thyself. 

A finite man, a body and a soul : 

Show us the wondrous link that binds thy soul 

Ethereal to the grosser parts of 

Flesh and blood : and tell us how the spirit 

Roams through the regions of the earth and air, 

While in soft slumbers rests the mortal part % 
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Thou oanst not tell ; bat still thou dost believe 

Thyself a man. Then be content to know 

That Christ is God ; for God declares the feet. 

And though the earth and stars should pass away, 

His holy word for ever shall remain. 

The Spirit, like a dove of purest white, 

Descended on His holy head, and seal'd 

His Sonship, while His heart was filTd with grace. 

Nor did the great distinction puff Him up 

With pride, nor make Him seek the praise of men ; 

No ; like the modest snowdrop pure and fair, 

That after long retirement now springs up, 

And takes its place to meet the frowning storm ; 

So He to the wild wilderness was led, 

Sad hardships and temptations to endure ; 

For Satan, stung with envy and despair, 

Determined to put forth his utmost powers 

Of guile and falsehood ; hoping that, perchance, 

Advantage he might take of the great straits 

And sufFring which the Son of God endured. 

It was indeed a place of awful gloom ! 

Wild beasts of prey were howling all around ; 

The rains descended, and the tempests blew ; 

The nights were dark, and devils hover'd round 

To watch the Saviour, and advantage take 

To tempt Him midst His poverty and want ; 

That they might frustrate all His glorious work, 

And ruin bring on all the human race. 

They did their worst, and fail'd ; but who can tell 

The awful sufFrings which the Son of God 

Endured, in those sad forty days and nights ! 

But so it pleased God : that His dear Son, 
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Through pain and guff' ring, Bhall be perfect made ; 

That He might succour His afflicted Church. 

Might not that Church from this a lesson take 1 

That its arch enemy, God's greatest foe, 

Will do his worst to work her overthrow ? 

But we are so refined in this our day, 

Good breeding scarce can bear a hint, or thought, 

That Satan can find place in human hearts ;— 

It might be so a thousand years ago ; — 

But now, to name him would be unpolite, 

He 's either altogether left the earth, 

Or otherwise, confined to very few. 

Awful delusion ! he may change his garb, 

And try to take an angel's lovely form ; 

But bring their hidden motives to the light, 

And search them by the light of God's own law, 

In all its purity and vast extent, 

And you will find them frothy as the spray 

That's driven by the wind from noisy waves* 

Now, from the wilderness our Lord return'd 
In might, and pow'r, fall of the Holy Ghost ; 
Fitted His great commission to fulfil, 
And preach the Gospel to the sons of men. 
No worldly pomp, or gaudy retinue, 
Attends his path ; but He selects a few 
Poor fishermen, of heart sincere and true, 
To show His kingdom is not of this world, J 
These He instructs in all the holy ways 
Of His salvation ; fitting them to be 
Depositories of His truth divine, 
Simple and pure His gracious words distil 
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As gentle rain upon the thirsty hills. 

When night had drawn its sable curtains round 

Where Jesus dwelt, a Ruler of the Jews 

Instruction sought, and readily obtained. 

It doth appear, that he was not aware 

Of the necessity of change of heart : 

But the Redeemer the important truth 

Declares, " Te must be born again." But this 

The Jewish Ruler did not understand, 

Till Christ explained to him the birth from heaven. 

How blind is man, till God His Spirit sends 

To give new light, and change his stubborn will ! 

But when the Spirit, like a heav'nly gale, 

Breathes on the heart, the flinty rock dissolves 

In penitence for sin, and loathes itself 

In ashes and in dust. " Man, know thyself!" 

Is counsel good and wise, come whence it may ; 

Religion, reason, and philosophy, 

To this agree. A man that doth not know 

Himself, is like a ship without a chart, 

Or compass when at sea. How can he know 

Which way his course to steer, except he knows 

The wants, the aim, the end of his own heart ? 

He knows there is a place where God resides 

In His own court, in glory infinite ; 

And that His word declares, that none can be 

Admitted there without pure holiness. 

Now if man's conscience will but speak the truth, 

'Twill tell him that his nature is impure ; 

That he hath sinn'd, and is not fit for heaven. 

And if he will but search his heart, he'll find 

That he hath no desire towards God, or 
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Holiness ; but that the present world hath 
Full possession of his heart and powers. 
Now in this state he cannot enter heaven. 
If he remains in ignorance of this, 
He will not see the need of any change, 
Nor will his aim be higher than the world. 
But when by light divine a man is brought 
To know himself ; Mb life comparing with 
The law of God, in all its pure extent ; 
He sees that he has sinn'd, and stands condemn'd, 
Justice demanding recompense, or death* 
He sees that he no recompense can make, 
But death eternal must his portion be. 
He feels with anguish his undone estate, 
And cries for mercy, humbled and forlorn. 
That God who hears the ravens when they cry, 
Will also hear His humbled creature, man. 
His mercy to the sons of men how great ! 
But justice must be also satisfied. 
Provision had been made for this of God, 
Ere the foundations of the earth were laid. 
Man's cause was undertaken by the Son 
Of God Most High, for he would take upon 
Himself the nature of the human race, 
And live and die, man to redeem and save. 
The value of His Blood and Righteousness 
Is infinite, for He was God, therefore 
Justice was satisfied and man redeem'd* 
This God declares, and therefore doth invite 
All men to come, repent, and Christ receive 
By faith for their redemption, righteousness* 
Saviour, and Lord; and henceforth live to Him. 
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The Prophets all bore witness in their day 
To these great truths. The sacrificial rites, 
And ancient types, all meet in this great work. 
And now the promised Saviour comes to seal 
The truth with grace, beneficence, and love. 

When we attend Him through the varied scenes 
Of His short life, how doth the mind expand, 
As we behold the glories of our Lord ! 
Not the vain glories of the present world ; 
For they had got no charms for His great Mind 
His soul was fill'd with more enduring things. 
He came from Heav'n, and thither he return'd : 
But to redeem His Church, save it from sin 
And Satan's galling yoke, bring Heav'n to light, 
And show His saints the way that leads to life, 
Was His vast work. But His great soul, in which 
Perfection dwelt, fill'd with benevolence 
To all mankind, was ever finding out 
Objects on which to exercise its love, 
And soothe the burning smart of human woe. 
He heal'd the sick, the maim'd, the halt, the blind ; 
And cast out devils, that had long borne down 
The mind and body of some wretched one ; 
Proving His Godhead, and His pow'r sublime. 
But the companions of His constant toil, 
To prosecute His work, and save mankind, 
Could best bear witness to His character 
Of love and truth, and every grace divine. 
Oh ! sweet Humility, beyond compare ! 
Like some sweet fiow'r, that hides its lowly head 
Far from the noise and gaze of vanity; 
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How didst thou triumph in that mind divine ! 

Though Lord of heaven and earth, while angel guards 

Attended on His path, unseen by men, 

He condescends to wash the humble feet 

Of His disciples 1 indication plain, 

That human pride no favour finds in heaven. 

But to His friends, His glory too He show'd, 

As far as poor humanity could bear. 

Transfigured on the lonely mountain top, 

In what resplendent glory did he stand 1 

Communion holding with two ancient saints, 

Moses and Elias, relating to 

His sacrificial death. Oh, what a theme ! 

They knew in some degree how men had sinn'd ; 

And that God's righteous law no mercy shows, 

But justice vindicates its full demands ; 

Therefore they saw the vast uneancell'd debt 

Christ had to pay, if man must be redeem'd. 

No doubt they wonder'd with archangels high, 

How this amazing work could be fulfill'd. 

But when upon the mountain top they felt 

His awful glory bursting on their sight, 

And heard His Father's Voice from the bright cloud, 

In tones of satisfaction and delight, 

" In my beloved Son I am well pleased ! n 

Their musings ceased awhile, for they now saw 

That Christ was God, and would this work complete. 

Well might pure angels tune their sweetest lyres, 

And minister to Christ their God and King. 

Through all his sojourn in this world of care, 

His virtues shone with a refulgent light, 

Without a spot to dim His holiness. 
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But bow shall finite man attempt to paint 
Infinity, in its almighty power, 
Unbounded holiness, and love divine ! 
God only knows what Jesus did to save 
His Church beloved. A seraph's tongue could not 
The whole declare ; nor can eternity 
Exhaust the theme. The feeble Muse oft tries 
Her trembling wing to soar above, and sing 
The holy labours of her dying Lord ; 
But like the little lark that soars and sings 
Her matin song, but soon to earth falls down : 
So the poor Muse soon finds her pinions fail, 
Her notes decline, and back to earth returns. 
Now should her humble notes inspire but one 
With humble love and zeal to serve their Lord, 
She will not think that she hath sung in vain. 

Before the scenes on Calvary took place, 
How oft His spirit groan'd beneath the load 
Of human guilt which He must expiate, 
Or man be lost ! Still amidst all His woes, 
How did Hi& heart o'erflow with love divine 
Towards His chosen few ! and His sweet words, 
As the clear streams of life from God's own throne, 
Bear up their sinking spirits. But dark night 
Ensues ; when cruel Jews, urged forward by 
The powers of darkness, in their utmost rage 
Demand His lifa But ere- that hour arrived 
Gethsemane must witness a sad scene, 
Which none but God in human flesh oould bear. 
With agony the bloody sweat roll'd down 
His sacred face ! He knew the dreadful pains 



70 WHAT OP THE NIGHT? 

He must endure, to rescue ruin'd man : 

While their dark guilt, like a huge mountain on 

His spirit pressM: He call'd upon His God 

And Father, in His deep distress ; but God's 

Own justice must be satisfied ; so He 

In holy meekness bow'd His will to God. 

The time approaches, when the Saviour's life 

Must fall a prey to His inveterate foes. 

To His disciples He had this made known 

At the last Supper, in most melting words. 

He then -commanded that this holy rite 

Should be observed by those who love the Lord, 

Till time shall end. What lively symbols are 

The Bread and Wine, of His broken Body 

And shed Blood ! How thankful should we be for 

This memorial of His dying love. 

When Judas the apostate was prepared 

To sell his Master, Satan, the arch foe 

Of God and man, with his accustom'd guile, 

Sent him unto the wily Scribes and Priests, 

To drive a bargain for his Master's life 1 

The plea succeeds, and Jesus is betray'd. 

Hour for the powers of darkness now is come. 

In their dark deeds they triumph for a time. 

But they were not aware, that though they bruise 

The Saviour's heel, the time was near at hand, 

When the old serpent's head would feel the stroke 

To bruise him sore, and sink him in despair* 

God's love and mercy to the sons of men 
Had made it needful that His Son should die ; 
Therefore the agency of His vile foes 
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He now permits, to accomplish His designs. 

Only for this great end could he have borne 

To see such insults to His Son beloved. 

To a mock trial He was borne away, 

Amidst the taunts and insults of the crowd. 

And there, behold, veiTd in humanity, 

The Lord of glory stands at Pilate's bar. 

That governor, although a Pagan, was 

Far more humane than cruel Jews, urged on 

By hypocritic Scribes and Priests. And so 

It ever was, that loud professors, who 

Are unrenewed by grace divine, are the 

Worst enemies of God and truth. Pilate 

Saw through the malice of their hearts, and fain 

Would have released the Saviour from their grasp ; 

But the loud clamour of the public voice 

Prevail'd ; and, contrary to truth and right, 

He gave Him over to their ruthless hands. 

And now the Lamb of God is led away 

To Golgotha, forsaken and forlorn. 

The crown of thorns, and cruel biting scourge, 

Already had His sacred body torn ; 

But the dread Cross, that sign of cruel death, 

Was yet to come ! Yet that was light compared 

With the vast load of human guilt that press'd 

Upon His soul ; or the dread hiding of 

His Father's face. Ah ! these were the sharp pangs 

That broke His heart : none ever yet could tell 

What He endured while on the awful tree. 

The midday sun, that emblem of fair light 

And life, in sackcloth hides his face ; and now, 

All nature mourns through her immense domains ; 
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The quaking earth trembles through all its coasts ; 

The massive rocks, that through long ages had 

Endured the storm, now clave like clouds before 

The lightning's blast The people, petrified 

With fear, now smite their breasts, and musing stand, 

When from the Cross the Saviour's lips pronounce, 

" Tt is finish'd ! " then bows His head and dies. 

Justice is satisfied ; God's law fulfill'd. 

Legions of angels, that had hover'd round 

The awful scene in silence and amaze, 

Unseen of men, received His spirit pure, 

With reverence due, and bore it to the throne 

Of great Jehovah ; where He took His place, 

At the right hand of Majesty and Love. 

Now Heaven's unnumber'd hosts assemble round, 

And with profoundest reverence bow before 

His holy throne, and welcome His return : 

With highest anthems that they ever sung, 

Heavens lofty vaults resound ; while seraphs bring 

Their sweetest viols, and their loudest harps, 

To aid the song of rapture and high praise. 

But where was Satan while these wondrous scenes 
Were passing 1 Near to the Cross, the ugly 
Form of bloated spider he had assumed ; 
Thinking all observation to elude : 
But One whose eyes eclipse the light'ning's flame, 
Had seen him there, and sent him down to hell ; 
Where his dark soul he thus soliloquized : 
" Oh ! that fierce awful bolt that drove me here, — 
That last expiring groan that from the Cross 
I heard, while I had thought my victory 



WHAT OF THB NIGHT t 73 

At hand, came like a flaming fiery bolt 

Upon my head, and me convinced, that it 

Commenced the thunder of those awful words, 

' The Woman's Seed shall braise the serpent's head.' 

Where will that thunder end % for it must mean 

My kingdom must depart and be no more. 

To proudest spirit in the universe 

What can be worse 1 These streams of liquid fire 

That o'er me roll ; and flaming darts that hang 

Suspended from this gloomy roof, ready 

To strike my soul, are bad enough ; but the 

Idea that my spirit high shall be 

Subdued, boils in my still unbending soul 

Like the volcanos of this dreadful hell. 

But from this place I have escaped before, 

And why not now 1 " Then with tremendous bound, 

Such as ethereal spirits only make, 

He reach'd the precincts of a gloomy waste 

Outside of hell. But what was his surprise ! 

Lo ! Mammon, a most faithful friend of his, 

Whom thus he hail'd : " My friend, what brought thee here ? 

" O Beelzebub ! great Prince ! " Mammon replied ; 

" Some ardent votaries of mine on earth 

Have died, and I conduct their spirits here. 

Great Prince, be not surprised ; this is a place 

Finely adapted to my votaries. 

Their lives on earth were spent in ardent search 

Of gold, silver, and iron, lead, and land 

Of acres broad. By these their minds absorb'd, 

They lost all taste for rational delights ; 

And when they died, their hearts were still unchanged, 

And greedy still as ever of their pelf. 
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I bring them here till the great Judgment-day ; 

And here among these mountains dark and drear 

They toil in anguish, hoping to regain 

Their only hope, the wealth they left behind. 

How long they here remain, ere they are swept 

Down to yon pit of everlasting woe, 

Is not my business. But with deference due, 

Great Prince, I think that no one brings thee more 

Devoted subjects, than old Mammon doth." 

" Mammon, I own thy services indeed ; 

But some of my great peers speak very light 

Of thee, and say thou owest thy success 

To them : as for thyself, they say thou art 

A grov'lling knave." " Great Prince, I own I am 

Indebted to thy peers : Ambition high ; 

Fame, with his trumpet tongue ; high-minded Pride ; 

Ostentatious Vanity, are my friends ; 

And Dissipation in her thousand forms ; 

But, if I only my supplies withdrew, 

Their great success would very much decline," 

" Mammon, I own thy service very great ; 

And I shall need it. Haste to Palestine ; 

A council of my peers summon to-night, 

In some dark cave near to Jerusalem : 

In night's dark shades I hope to meet thee there." 

In the dark caverns of a gloomy cave, 
Near to Jerusalem, Satan appeared 
At time appointed ; where he found his friends 
Waiting his presence ; whom he thus address'd : — 
" Spirits of high command, and wisdom great ; 
Absent though I have been, — not by consent, 
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But driven,— it is high time your counsel 

I should take, and give command as to our 

Future plans. The awful scenes of yesterday, 

No doubt prepared your minds for such a step. 

I thought, when our great Foe was on the Cross, 

Our victory was sure ; but when I heard 

Those words, ' It is finish'd V and His last sigh, 

A barbed dart of fire transfix'd my hearty 

Which rankles still in my ethereal soul 

With dreadful anguish. Then a fiery bolt 

Upon my head descended with such force 

That sent me down to hell ; from whence I thought 

I never more must rise ; for I believe 

'Twas the commencement of that sentence dire, 

' The Woman's Seed shall bruise the serpent's head,' 

Where will it end ? Must we give up, and lie 

Debased like the dirt beneath His feet % 

Spirits like ours are not so soon cast down. 

Although we know He is omnipotent, 

His favoured creature Man is otherwise, 

Man has high faculties, we all admit, ' 

And once was pure and happy ; but since I 

Wrought his sad downfall, while in Paradise, 

His faculties are dimm'd ; his mind obtuse ; 

His passions wild, unreasonable, impure ; 

And like the raging winds, or troubled sea, 

Drive him to wretchedness and dark despair, 

'Tis said, this creature is to take our place 

In yonder Heaven. If it be so, there 

Is much to be done ere he is fit for 

The enjoyments of that heavenly place. 

This to prevent* you know, is our great aim. 
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If we do not succeed, we can annoy, 

And make his pilgrimage a weary toil. 

Ambition high, and mighty Pride, ye were 

My leading chiefs, when we made war on heav'n. 

We were defeated by Almighty Power, 

But we have now a different game to play 

With feeble man. Advantage great we have 

Secured already. To all good opposed. 

He is inclined to drink our pleasures in, 

And loves the course he hath so long pursued. 

You saw how well my friends performed their part 

At Calvary ; and I perceive that all 

The world is ready to support our course* 

Jesus, we know, hath died upon the Gross ; 

And left none but a few poor fishermen 

To plead His cause. But still I must confess, 

These give me more alarm than haughty Rome, 

Or mighty Cesar with his trained bands. 

I knew their race of old, from Abel down 

To Abra'm, Moses, David, Elijah ; 

To Him who died upon that awful Cross : 

But they were always a most stubborn race. 

Their high attachment to their God is such, 

That neither words, nor stripes, nor Mammon's wealth 

Could bring them to submit to our high rule, 

Molech, and Belial, my old tried friends, 

Will do their best to put these rebels down, 

And bring them to their senses, in such way 

As shall make others pause, before they join 

In their communion. And as for myself, 

I oft a holy angel's garb will wear, 

And try to lead them in the paths of ease 
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And sloth ; or form connexions with the world, 
That by degrees will bring them to myself." 

Now, pensive Muse, again direct thy thoughts 
To Calvary, from whence a faithful Mend 
Hath borne the corse of thy beloved Lord. 
In yonder garden is His silent grave ! 
A sepulchre where never man was laid. 
There rests His mangled body, till His soul 
Returns from heaven to break the bands of death. 
A squadron bright of angels guard the place, 
Unseen by men, but well approved of God. 
At length the third, the promised morning dawns ; 
An angel bright with glory now descends, 
And from the grave rolls back the ponderous stone. 
Earth trembles to its centre, and the band 
Of Roman soldiers, set to guard the place, 
Stand in amaze, nor dare approach the spot. 
At length some pious women wend their way 
To the sepulchre, bringing spices rare, 
And odours sweet, in order to perform 
Their last sad service to their buried Lord. 
On their approach, behold ! an angel stands, 
And tells them that their Saviour is not there, 
But risen from the tomb ; — and ye shall see 
Him soon in Galilee. They paused, surprised ; 
Then looking in they saw two angels sit, 
One at the head, the other at the feet 
Where He had lain. They durst no further go. 
Ye angels fair, that lingered at the tomb, 
Why did you stay ? Was it to look upon, 
With awe profound, the sacred spot where your 
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Great Lord had lam ? or did you see the first 

Bright ray of life dawn on His sacred brow, 

And spread its glories o'er his lovely form, 

While the frail bands of death gave way and broke, 

Like tender flax before the scorching fire 1 

Well might ye stop while your great Lord had paused 

To speak and soothe a pious female's heart, 

And send a message to His brethren dear. 

To them He did appear at different times, 

To cheer, instruct, and qualify their hearts 

For their great work ; and to assure their minds 

Of great success in His most holy cause, 

His Spirit's presence and almighty power 

He promises, nor will His love forsake 

Them to the end. At length- the time arrived 

When He must leave this world of death and woe. 

He led them out to Bethany, — a place 

Well known ; a spot where love and sympathy 

Had often met, and soothed their throbbing hearts : 

And there He blessed them. Oh, glorious words ! 

Now a bright cloud, by brightest seraphs borne, 

Eeceived their Lord, and bore Him to the skies. 

What seraph's tongue can now the scene describe ? 

All heaven's assembled hosts await their Lord. 

And hail His presence with that sacred song : 

* Lift up, ye gates, and be ye lifted up, 

Ye everlasting doors, that the High King 

Of glory may come in." Their sweetest harps 

The congregated hosts of angels tune 

To sweetest symphony ; which thrills their hearts 

With ecstasy, and leads to swelling notes 

Which vibrate through heav'n's everlasting hills. 
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And there, behold another numerous throng 

Before the throne ! They are the ransom'd saints 

From earth's cold shores ; Patriarchs, and Prophets, 

And a numerous band, of ev'ry age 

And ev'ry tribe, through earth's remotest bounds. 

See how they bow in holy ecstasy 

Before the throne, and in sweet songs of love 

Sing the high praises of their risen Lord 

On the right hand of God's eternal throne 

The Saviour reigns, in majesty divine : 

" Waiting until His enemies become 

His footstool." Now all things He hath arranged, 

To show His own eternal glory pure ; 

Bring home the myriads of His Church redeemed ; 

And reign for ever in His glorious love. 

The infant Church, like some poor widow'd dove 
Far in the wilderness, retires into 
A humble upper room, there to await 
The Holy Spirit's powV, which Christ had said 
He would on them bestow: their number small, — 
A few poor women and poor fishermen, 
Despised, alas ! by the unthinking world. 
At the appointed time the Spirit came 
In pow'r divine, and most surprising signs, 
Which numbers draw to witness the strange scene. 
The things they saw, none but a God could do ; 
Yet so depraved is man since his sad fall, 
That while a few believed, still others mock'd. 
But Peter standing up, with holy zeal, 
Show'd that these things were foreordain'd of God. 
Then he explain'd, and preach'd the Gospe to 
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The assembled throng ; showing that Jesus Christ, 
Whom they had slain, was Lord of all things here; 
And in due time would come to be their Judge. 
The Holy Spirit with almighty power 
Applied His word, which pierced them to the heart, 
Benew'd their soul, subdued their perverse will, 
And brought them, with a meek and contrite heart, 
To cry for mercy through a Saviour's blood. 
Oh, grace divine, and love unspeakable ! 
What mind can comprehend thy boundless stores ? 
Well might our God declare that He is Love : 
The men who nail'd Him to the painful Cross 
Are now invited to partake His grace. 
Such love as this attracts the heart to God — 
Numbers were daily added to the Church. 
How would the hearts of these despised saints 
Rejoice, to see the triumphs of their Lord. 
When will those Pentecostal days return 
To this dark world 1 Oh ! haste, ye gentle gales 
Of life divine, breathe on our languid hearts, 
And make thy Church to triumph in her God. 

The Apostolic era thus commenced, 
Was now emplo/d as their great Saviour bade : 
Preaching the Gospel with divine success; 
Healing the sick ; the lame restoring to 
Their wonted strength. But did their foes believe 
The holy truth, attested as it was 
By pow'r divine ? Yes, some believed the truth 
Because almighty pow'r applied the word, 
Changing their hearts, and forming them anew. 
But far the greater part refused to hear 
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All overtures of mercy, still went on 
In unbelief, and perish'd in their sins* 
But the old hierarchy of the Jews, 
Full of the world, and vanity, and pride, 
Cast John and Peter into prison vile, 
Thinking there to have kept them ; but, behold ! 
An angel brought them through the prison doors 
Into the temple, where again they preach 
Jesus the Christ, the Son of God most high. 
Stephen, a chosen deacon of the Church, 
Full of the Holy Ghost, his mind well stored 
With pure and sacred truth, address'd the Jews 
With energy and pow'r and holy zeal, 
Which cut them to the heart ; but still, alas ! 
They hate the holy truth, and drag him to 
The Council, where his face with glory shone. 
But still their hearts were fill'd with unbelief 
And hatred, and they stoned him to the death. 
Oh, what a death ! His Saviour he beheld 
In brightest glory, while the opening heavens 
Beceived and crown'd him with a martyr's crown. 

Ye Gentile nations, long enveloped deep 
In darkest night, arise and sing aloud 
In holy raptures ! Christ the Morning Star 
Hath risen upon you with His healing beams. 
The Apostle of the Gentiles now comes forth, 
Pluck'd as a brand from the devouring fire. 
Saul, a young man of learning, and great zeal 
For Jewish rites, who had consented to 
Good Stephen's death, with fiery zeal set off 
Unto Damascus, area d with special pow'r 

o 
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From the Chief Priests, to persecute the saints. 

But Christ the Saviour met him on his way 

In glory bright, which brought him to the ground. 

In accents such as God alone could speak, 

He ask'd him why he thus should persecute 

Him in his people ; and at once him told 

How hard it was to fight against his God. 

The holy words, arm'd with Almighty power, 

Subdued his heart, and brought him to inquire 

What he should do, and how he should proceed. 

Christ told him where to go, and promise gave 

That He would send a holy pious man 

To his assistance. But the wond'rous light 

From the bright vision had o'erwhelm'd his eyes, 

And struck him blind. But now a light divine 

His soul enlighten'd ; and under a sense 

Of his past sins, he pour'd his soul in prayer 

Before the Lord. Thus Ananias, whom 

The Lord had sent, found him engaged in his 

Retired room. Oh, what a change had pass'd 

Within his heart ! — the prowling lion changed 

Into a lamb. God's servant with him pray'd ; 

And now again his eyes beheld the light. 

Now, and henceforth, Paul preach'd a Saviour slain 

For man's redemption. Yet it was some time 

Ere many of his brethren could believe 

That he was changed ; but faith, once planted in 

His active heart soon holy fruit produced. 

To Jews and Gentiles now he preaohed the word 

With great success ; and for a mighty work 

Was he ordain'd. Of highest order were 

His mental powers ; and his ardent zeal 



what of the night? 83 

Bore him along like an impetuous stream. 
For a bright witness in his Saviour's eause 
He was well fitted ; and as Christ had told, 
Before the mighty rulers of the earth 
His cause and Gospel he must vindicate. 
All this he did in a most holy way. 
His eloquence was of an order high, 
Which pierced the deep recesses of the heart. 
And bore conviction to the listening throng. 
To preach the Gospel was his chief delight ; 
And God bore witness to His servant's work, 
With signs and mighty wonders. But he soon 
Found that wicked men and devils could not 
Bear his holy course, lor he exposed their 
Cruelty and sin. Henceforth the fight of 
Faith he must endure, until the end of 
Life's rough pilgrimage. Where'er he went, he 
Saw that cruel bonds, and prisons cold and drear, 
Awaited him ; but he could bear them all 
With patience calm, and resignation sweet, 
While God upheld him with His mighty arm. 
Dangers and perils great he did endure, 
By land, by sea, and 'mongst false hretheren* 
His path lay through a dreary wilderness, 
Beset with dangers and with cruel death. 
Amidst all these, the care of Christ's dear flock 
Press'd on his soul His heart in kindest tones 
Breathed holy peace and consolation sweet, 
To all who loved and served their Saviour God ; 
But oh ! what lowering frowns and cutting words . . 
He dealt to men of hands and hearts corrupt, 
Who turn'd God's grace into Jasci viouanees ! 
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His mighty mind hypocrisy disdain d 
In all its wayB ; and he abhorr'd the vain 
And trifling converse of vain-glorious fools. 
Courteous and kind he ever was to all, 
And Christian honour never forfeited. 
His labours were immense, and the large field 
In which he labour'd who can now describe ! 
With sacred visions, and with raptures high, 
Cod visited his soul; but who can tell 
The holy ecstasies he must have felt, 
When the third heavens were open'd to his sight ! 
Oh, what a scene 1 too bright for mortal eyes 
Long to behold, or mortal language telL 
Out of salvation's well, Paul, waters drew 
With an unsparing hand, and sent them round 
In pure refreshing streams ; all ages since 
Have felt the mighty force of what he wrote 
In his Epistles. Oh, how little like 
The flimsy stuff we often hear deduced 
From the same source, Paul dared to declare 
God's counsels deep, so far as plainly writ 
In His own word : but still he knew full well 
The human heart, and the philosophy 
Of human minds ; and that all men, even 
Though Christians, could not see alike in all 
The wondrous subjects of God's holy word. 
But Paul was faithful to his Master's truth ; 
That truth he stated without fear of man, 
Knowing that God would vindicate his own. 
How faithfully he show'd man's Mien state, 
And the pernicious fruit of such a tree 1 
He show'd how awfully man stands exposed 
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To God's just wrath, and 'warns him to escape 

Through Christ alone, who died for ruin'd men. 

Nor did he shun to state the holy claims 

Of God upon men's hearts, and all their powers. 

Man's obligations to obey God's law 

Can never cease ; for though we 're saved by grace 

Through faith in Christ, God's holy law is still 

His image fair, and holy, just, and good, 

And by God's people it will be obey'd. 

The atoning blood and righteousness 

Of Christ are all our hope for acceptance 

With God ; but 'tis our fruit must show whether 

We are grafted into the living Vine. 

These doctrines were all freely taught by Paul, 

Through all the greatest cities of the world ; 

And truly they were like the lightning's name, 

With rapid speed lighting the world around. 

The pagan nations trembled to their base, 

And in due time lay prostrate at the cross. 

Kings and their subjects felt the mighty power 

Of truth divine ; but not till they had shed 

Much precious blood. Paul knew the time approach'd 

When he must seal with his own blood the truths 

Which he had taught. With what a holy calm 

Did he await the lowering tempest which 

The tyrant Nero and imperial Rome 

Had raised against the followers of the Lamb ! 

" He had fought the good fight, and kept the faith," 

And only waited for the martyr's crown. 

Oh, Rome ! thou mighty tyrant of the world ! 

What hecatombs of treasure and of blood, 

Cry to heaven against thee ! an account 
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Which must be settled ere thy obsequies 
Are sung. Tis true thou hast been very great 
In arts and arms ; aui thou hadst many sons 
Who were well worthy of a better name 
Even than Roman. For the Apostle had 
Sown in thy borders that immortal seed 
Which spread and grew into a stately tree, 
And brought forth fruit unto eternal life. 

The Apostle James, Herod the tyrant slew ; 
But Peter, that intrepid man of God, 
Was destined for a long and harder fight. 
Often abused and cast in prisons vile, 
He felt the vengeance of a cruel world. 
By nature he was brave, and ill could brook 
Such usage ; but the sufferings of his Lord 
He still remember'd, and they seal'd his lips 
Against complaint. And oft no doubt rhe felt 
Humbled and grieved for that disgraceful fall 
When he denied his Lord. His Lord forgave 
Him ; but his manly mind could not forgive 
Himself. He was a noble champion 
For his God ; and often did his- Lord smile 
On his labours, and deliverance send 
When scourged and bound by an ungodly world. 
How futile were the massive iron gates 
Before the angel's touch, when he was sent 
Deliverance to bring for him He loved 1 
God bless'd the labours of this holy man : 
Who can declare the number brought to Christ 
By his Epistles and his faithful words ? 
But little did he dream of the bad use 
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Designing men would make of his loved name. 
The time arrived when what his Lord had told 
Must come to pass, to seal his labours with 
A martyr's blood. Oh, happy day for him I 
Though nature's sufferings no doubt were great. 
But when again he saw his risen Lord, 
One smile from Him would banish all his woes. 
The Apostles and first ministers of Christ 
Obey'd their Lord, and acted well their parts. 
Great was the word, and mightily prevail'd 
Among the nations ; though great Beelzebub, 
And wicked men, opposed with all their power. 
Oh ! they could kill the body ; so they did. 
They made their journey to a martyr's crown, 
Rugged indeed, through tortures, racks, and fires. 
But God was with them, and advanced His cause 
By their consistency 'midst racks and flames. 

The holy, loving John, seems to have been 
The last of the Apostles left on earth. 
Highly beloved of his gracious Lord, 
He deeply drank into His Spirit pure. 
Love was the element he ever breathed; 
His Saviour's bosom his loved resting-place. 
His writings all emit the sweet perfume* 
The great foundation of a sinner's hope 
At once he lays, when he unfolds the truth 
In his own Gospel, that " the Word was God." 
How plain he states the Godhead of the Sou P 
All the Apostles witness this great truth ; 
And if men won't believe what they have said, 
No angel's voice from heaven would them convince. 
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It is because men do not love the truth, 
If they believe not ; for 'tis not for want 
Of evidence, in which God's word abounds. 
John's Gospel and his other writings show 
With what delight he ever loved to dwell 
On love divine. His sacred vision in 
Patmos' isle has stood a wonder to 
The gazing world. Much study and much time 
There has been spent in speculation on 
Its wonder ous signs and mystic truth. 
Much of its prophecy hath been fulfilTd, 
And much remains for time to bring to light ; 
For every part in its due time will prove, 
That though involved in mystery, it was true. 
Much hath been said and writ to prove the truth 
Of Holy Scriptures ; but to foolish men 
Who hate the light 'twill ever be in vain, 
Till God shall rend the veil from off the mind, 
And open the hard heart to love the truth. 
The prophecies spoken by ancient seers, 
Long centuries before they were fulfilTd, 
Were all accomplish'd at the promised time. 
How plain the Psalmist and the Prophets tell 
The birth, the life, the sufferings, and the death 
Of Christ our Lord ! and they were all fulfiU'd. 
The prophecies which our Redeemer spake 
While here on earth, accomplish'd many are, 
And many more take place day after day : 
And will take place, till time shall be no more. 
At length the time arrived when that dread curse 
That hover'd o'er Jerusalem's old towers, 
And which the Jews brought on their guilty heads 
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When they rejected Christ ; and when before 
The judgment-seat of Pilate they exclaim'd, 
" His blood be on our children and on us." 
Answer'd most awfully their prayer hath been* 
At length the Roman army doth invest 
Their city, and destruction now awaits 
Its lofty towers. But a short truce ensues, 
By which the followers of our Lord escaped 
The dreadful conflict. For their Lord had warn'd 
Them ere He left the world, that when they saw 
The invading army, they should lose no time, 
But flee unto the mountains and escape. 
Thou once famed Zibn, where thy tribes oft met 
In holy converse — where thy Prophets saw 
With holy awe the glory of their Lord, 
When He descended on the mercy-seat — 
How is thy glory changed, thy gold how dim ! 
Ye regal palaces and lofty towers, 
Where once an ancient race of mighty kings 
Held their high courts in solemn majesty : 
Your glory is departed, oh, how fall'n ! 
Soon will ye all lie prostrate in the dust. 
Historians have told an awful tale 
Of this dread siege ; but half was never told. 
The dreadful cup they to the dregs must drain : 
In varied forms God's vengeance on them fell 
By night and day. Carnage and murder made 
Sad devastation ; and pale famine prey'd 
Upon the vitals of the haggard frame. 
But oh, ye tender mothers I who can tell 
What ye endured. Humanity recoils 
From the sad tale, and fain would hide it in 
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The darkest shades. Te frantic daughters of 

Jerusalem, weep tears of doleful woe ! 

Alas ! it is too late, your doom is seal'd, 

Your tribes are scattered oyer the wild world. 

When will the morning star dawn on your hearts, 

And ye embrace the Christ, the Son of God ! 

" He that was for to come is come ; " and is 

Now waiting to receive you to His Church ; 

A Church where Jew and Gentile are all one, — 

Christ their High Priest, their Prophet, and their King. 

Yes, ye shall come at the appointed time ; 

Then God will rend the veil from off your minds, 

And with sweet showers of fertilizing grace 

Soften your hearts and fill them with His love. 

Oh ! hasten the glad day, thou King of Saints. 

The Apostles and their coadjutors, 
Had preach'd the Gospel to the greater part 
Of the chief cities of the then known world. 
The truth grew mightily, and its effects 
Could not be hid ; for where it was received, 
Changes ensued which show'd it was of God. 
The world began to smile upon its path. 
Fashion, that ever changing sorceress, 
Began to smile and take it by the hand; 
For in religion, as in other things, 
Fashion her strange vagaries often plays. 
God's truth remains the same and cannot change : 
And they who have it graven on the heart 
By the Almighty Spirit and His word, 
Will hold it fast, nor easy let it go. 
But many hold it merely as a name 
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Of high import ; while of its substance they 

But little know, nor do they wish to know. 

Great orators, and men of public name, 

If sanction'd by the rich, attract and please ; 

And though their gold be much alloy'd with dross, 

It passes current. To form a compact 

Betwixt God's holy truth, and all the vain 

And vagrant fancies of an erring world, 

Hath been a fevour'd project of mankind, 

Which Satan seconds with his utmost skill. 

For as the world prevails the truth recedes ; 

The tinsel glitters, but the gold is dimm'd. 

The world began to deck religion out 

In gorgeous style, most flattering to the 

Vain pride of man ; and emperors began 

To eye the Church with favour, and to think 

That she might be a gem to deck their crown. 

At length they took her under their strong wings, 

And soon enveloped her in awful night. 

True, they profess d idolatry should cease, 

But its strong partisans and priests took care 

To unite much of it with their new ally, 

Which clings close to her to the present day. 

Where were the Church's watchmen at the time ? 

Asleep, no doubt ! for they long time had been 

Sipping the sweets of worldly pleasure in ; 

Which by degrees their faculties benumb'd, 

And thus prepared, they drank the deadly draught. 

No doubt great promises they had received 

Of wealth and power, which many thought of more 

Than of their Lord, whom they profess'd to serve. 

But little were those emperors aware 
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What they had got, or they would long have paused, 

Ere they had compact made with one who had 

Forsaken her liege Lord to wed with them 

For sake of wealth, and power, and high renown. 

They little thought of that degraded state, 

When emperors and kings should prostrate fell 

Before her pontiffs and her great high-priests ; 

Or with bare feet, amidst the cold and dirt, 

Should be compelTd to hold the bridle-rein 

Of their sleek steeds, while their high master mounts. 

But now the mind inquires, Was this the Church % 

Where are the humble followers of the Lamb ? 

Come, Tragic Muse, now strike the jarring strings 

Of thy loud harp to notes discordant, which 

Shall make all nature weep and stand amazed I 

That hierarchy, which still call'd itself 

By Christ's loved name, had driven all his best 

And holiest followers to the dens and caves 

Of other nations, there to seek a home, 

Safe from the fangs of that voracious wolf. 

Others were laid in chains and dungeons vile, 

By the infernal courts that had been form'd 

To crush the truth and sanction all deceit 

That Satan and his agents could devise. 

By fraud and terror the apostate Church 

Soon got the land and treasure in her hands, 

Which soon she plied to bring the nations to 

Her foul embrace. And her success was great ; 

For her enchantments pleased the nations well. 

All liberty suppress'd, she reign'd a queen, 

And got the title she so well deserved : — 

" Mother of harlots, and abominations 
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Of the earth." Her iron reign was strong for 

Centuries ; and long the nations suffer'd, 

From fatal contact with her deadly breath. 

Ah ! well might infidels now scoff and jeer, 

And atheists belch out awful blasphemies, 

When such professing Christians they beheld. 

But let not unbelief lift up her head, 

Because some have apostatized, and left 

The sacred truth, and scandal brought upon 

The ways of God. There was a Church, apart 

From the strange thing we have described : those poor, 

Afflicted few, whom she had laid in chains 

And dungeons, because they would not give up 

The truth, nor sanction her iniquities. 

And there were those to other nations gone, 

To seek a place where they could serve their God, 

And worship Him in spirit and in truth. 

Yes ; these were the true Church, who served the Lord 

According to His word. Although distress'd, 

They pray'd, and lived, and preach'd God's holy truth. 

He bless' d their labours with divine success. 

Numbers were gather'd into little flocks 

Who served the Lord, and spread His truth abroad ; 

Till by degrees the holy seed took root 

In many nations, and sweet promise gave 

Of harvests fair, to bless a guilty world. 

But Home, that tyranness of nations, soon 

Pursued her prey; for she had got such power 

Over the minds and properties of men, 

That her proud dictum few dared disobey. 

Like partridges upon the mountain top, 

The saints were hunted by the vultures vile, 
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And many sent to wear a martyr's crown. 
Black pitchy darkness cover'd the cold world ; 
For it was night ! and centuries pass'd on, 
With scarce a ray to illume the thickening gloom. 

Blind Superstition had her mantle thrown 
Over the nations : each had chosen that 
They loved best. However wrong they were, 
They all agreed, that fire and sword were the 
Best arguments to prove that they were right. 
From noble families their fairest sons 
Engaged in the long wars of chivalry, 
To show their right unto a Christian name, 
By slaying every infidel they met. 
Or if they loved a maid of high descent, 
They fought to prove their worthiness of her, 
By showing disregard for human life, 
However great or good that life might be. 
If two great men should happen to fall out, 
Their tenantry must all repair to arms, 
To slay their neighbours and their homes destroy, 
Because their masters did not think alike. 
The humbler classes of mankind were sent 
On pilgrimage to some far distant shrine, 
To worship and be happy, though they lost 
Their limbs, or health, or died upon their way. 
Disgusted with the sight, the weary Muse 
Would turn aide from such dark ignorance, 
And seek for something of a brighter hue. 
Alas ! the little good that still remain'd 
Was hard to find ; either it had retired 
Where persecution's grasp it might avoid, 
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Or hidden lay, beneath the mighty mass 

Of ignorance and guilt that filTd the world. 

But He who never will His people leave, 

Still in the earth preserved a holy seed, 

To be the future glory of the world. 

All nations groan'd beneath the oppressor's 

Bod ; and began to think how they might best 

Escape the deadly weight that on them press'd. 

Long night and darkness reign'd upon the earth ; 

For Satan had achieved a deadly work, 

Persuading men that they were not so fall'n, 

But that by their good works they might achieve 

Their own salvation : no new stratagem, 

To him who first brought ruin on our race. 

It is to millions a most fatal snare ; 

For who will say that good works are not good % 

True, they are lovely, and much to be desired ; 

And when they spring from fiuth in Jesus Christ, 

God will accept them and reward them too, 

Because done in obedience to His wilL 

But when presumptuous man upon him takes 

To offer his own works — 'which at the best 

Imperfect are, and tainted much by sin — 

To purchase that which cost a Saviour's blood, 

And brought Eternal Love and Wisdom down, 

To make secure, and freely give to all 

Who will believe and Christ accept by faith, — 

'Tis a great insult to Almighty God, 

Setting at nought His wisdom, grace and love. 

The priests of Borne, as pagans long had done, 

Taught alms and penance, as of mighty force 

To purchase heaven and turn away God's wrath ; 
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Hence self-inflicted pains of grievous kinds 
Were often tried to heal a wounded heart 
Alas ! in vain ; but if the man had wealth, 
His purse and lands must try what they could do. 
Thus harass d and enslaved, men's spirits fail'd : 
Tet He, whose purpose stands for ever sure, 
And in His own best way performs His work, 
PourM out His Spirit on a chosen few 
Of sterling mind, and talents fitted well 
To break the iron bondage from the neck, 
And show mankind the way to life and peace. 
Twas God's own work to renovate the world ; 
For man had tried his hand, but tried in vain. 
But when the Holy Spirit, by His word, 
Takes up the work, all obstacles give way. 
So it was then : for He had men prepared 
To wield the Spirit's sword, and take the field 
Against His hellish foes : this soon brought on 
The glorious reformation of the world. 

Among the shining lights whom God raised up, 
To stand as beacons to a dying world, 
And to point out the way of light aud life, 
Was Luther, — a young man of sterling parts, 
Fitted by education to serve well 
His generation. But God had shown him 
That which took precedence of all earthly things. 
He felt that he had sinn'd against his God, 
And stood exposed to his avenging wrath, 
Whose piercing arrows drank his spirits up. 
He mourn'd and wept beneath a load of guilt 
That overwhelm'd him ; but he knew not where 
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To get relief. The nostrums of the Pope 

He search'd and tried ; alas 1 but all in vain. 

Nor could his own best works relieve his pain 

For his past sins, or justify him in 

The sight of God. He then betook him to 

Monastic life ; there to retire from sin, 

And from himself ; but there, alas ! his sins 

Still found him out. But there was One above, 

Whose watchful eyes for ever rest upon 

His scatter'd flock, and sees the fittest time 

To send relief ; and now He interposed. 

In that lorn house the word of God he found, 

And read its pages ; and to his surprise, 

Found that sweet balm that heals the sinner's wounds. 

He found, however great his sin might be, 

The blood of Christ could take it all away, 

By an atonement infinite and free : 

And that the righteousness which Christ wrought out 

When He obey'd God's law in all its parts, 

God would accept for all who should by faith 

Trust in the finish' d work of His dear Son. 

These precious truths God to his heart applied 

With power divine, and by His Spirit seal'd 

The promise sure. What were thy feelings then, 

Thou man of God 1 None but thyself can tell, 

Nor thou the full extent : but those who have 

In the same path been led, can sympathise 

With thy large heart, and feel some of the joys 

That filTd it then. Perhaps, life from the dead 

Will best describe thy state. Or when dark night 

O'ertakes us in some dreary forest wild, 

Where beaBts of prey stalk forth with horrid roar, 

H 
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And we expect each step to be our last ; 

But the bright sun with morning's mildest beam 

Pierces the gloom and shines upon the path 

That leads us home, how doth the heart rejoice ! 

But fairest images cannot describe 

All that some saints have felt, when God's own hand 

Dissolved their chains and set their spirit free. 

Luther now stands a champion prepared 

To take the field against both Rome and hell 

By the Almighty aid he wielded well 

The Spirit's sword. The enemy's dark camp 

Was troubled sore ; but they could not suppress 

God's holy truth. For He was raising up 

Others to join in combat, and to fight 

The fight of faith. Many illustrious 

Names recorded stand upon the page of 

Europe's history, who acted well their 

Glorious parts, and to their countrymen 

Preach'd free salvation through the Saviour's blood. 

But long and hard the conflict that ensued : 

The powers of darkness were all up in arms, 

To stop the truth and persecute its friends. 

Moloch and Belial acted out their parts, 

With dungeons, chains, and racks, and cruel fires. 

Old Mammon with one hand held out a purse 

Of yellow gold, and in the other held 

A huge portfolio, well stored within 

With legends, pardons, and indulgenciea, 

And promises of high preferment too, 

To those who would deny or sell the truth ; 

And no doubt some professors took the bait, 

And tura'd apostates : but a loyal band 
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God then raised up, who proved themselves " chosen, 
Faithful, and true ;" and nobly they sustain'd 
Their Saviour's cause. In Gaul, in Germany, 
And Britain too, the conflict fiercely raged, 
Till old Apollyon nearly blush'd for shame. 

Oh ! could the Muse- strike some discordant string 
Of some loud harp unknown to harmony, 
How would she make it weep for fallen man ! 
Man that arrays himself against hi» God, 
And joins in league with the dark hosts of hell, 
To hide Immanuel's glory. Oh, what 
A tale doth history reveal of those 
Sad days ! God's choicest servants were dragg'd forth, 
To suffer all the insults and the pains 
That cruel men and devils could invent. 
Nor age> nor sex, nor virtue's fairest charms, 
Could satiate or soften their hard hearts. 
Ye humble saints and followers of the Lamb, 
When through the fiery trial- ye had pass'd, 
And saw the angels waiting to convey 
Your spirits home, what were your feelings then f 
And when ye saw that Glorious Personage, 
Who bled for you upon the painful cross, 
Oh ! what were your emotions 1 Muse, forbear, 
Till thou shalt hear their mighty joys burst forth 
In the bright regions of eternal day. 
Their sacred ashes, scatter' d to the winds 
By barb'rous hands, God made the fruitful seeds 
From which fair plants of grace should spring and grow, 
To wreathe new glories for their Saviour's crown. 
Many were driven from their native home, 
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To seek protection in some distant land 

Which God provided. Such was the hard lot 

Oh Britain ! of thy pious sons, and of 

Thy virtuous daughters, who preferr'd the word 

Of God, with liberty to read and preach 

It, to the greatest joys that earth could give. 

God in His Providence a man raised up, 

Whose mighty mind hard panted to find out 

Some unknown region, which he fancied lay 

Far in the West, o'er the Atlantic wave. 

At length Columbus, aided by proud Spain, 

Began his task ; and many a day he plow'd 

The mighty ocean ; while his jocund crew 

Crack'd many jokes at their brave captain's whim, 

Seeking new worlds amidst the briny deep. 

But in due time the longed-for land appear'd : 

Then with loud cheers they made the welkin ring. 

Thou brave Columbus ! little couldst thou tell 

The vast results of thy determined course. 

Like a new world, the mighty continent 

Before thee lay, fill'd with great wonders. Its 

Scenery sublime absorb'd the mind in 

Awe and contemplation : its lofty pines, 

And woods of ancient growth, where howling winds 

In doleful cadence sing their midnight song. 

Its rivers, like old ocean's mighty arms, 

Destined to bear the commerce of a world, 

Roll their deep floods through solitudes unknown, 

Till they arrive at some huge precipice 

Of mighty rocks that would forbid their course : 

But down they fall, like thunder's mighty peals, 

Making all nature tremble. How sublime 
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Thy woodlands wild, and far extended dales, 

Where nature revels in variety 

Which far exoeeds description's utmost powers. 

Things which, if men were holy, wise, and just, 
Would be great blessings, oft are made a scourge 
By cruel men. Thus on the southern shores 
Of this new world, its swarthy sons soon found 
A sudden change. The sons of Spain prepared 
To take possession of the wondrous land. 
Old Mammon soon obtain'd a high command, 
And led a phalanx on of men well train'd 
In the hard school of industry and toil. 
These soon turn'd to account their picks and spades, 
And found abundance of the sparkling ore 
That blinds the eyes of men, and steels their hearts 
Against their species. Soon the love of gold 
Had taken root, from which all evil sprang. 
Oppression, slavery, and every woe, 
Now took possession of the native sons 
Of those fair climes. But this was not enough. 
Dark superstition, with its sable swarms 
Of priests and friars, soon landed on its shores, 
Who quickly proved they were of Mammon's train. 
Oh ! had they brought God's pure and holy word, 
In faith's full exercise, with ardent prayer 
That He would bless their work, and shed His light 
On those poor heathen tribes ; then who can tell 
What lovely blossoms they would soon have seen 
Among the deserts wild, or what sweet fruits 
Of truth and holiness would have been found, 
To bless the world and glorify their God? 
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Alas ! but cruel Rome knew no such ways ; 

For chains, and racks, and scourges were her arms, 

From Inquisition's dark infernal vaults, 

To teach men mercy, truth, and righteousness ! 

Worse foes than these the cause of God hath none, 

Who take His sacred name upon their lips, 

Pretending zeal for His most holy cause, 

While all abominations fill their hearts. 

Dark deeds like these have brought a deadly stain 

Upon the name of Christian. Atheists 

And sceptics scoff aloud, because these men 

Assumed a name to which they had no right ; 

As well might they deny that there is gold, 

And bring distrust on all good current coin, 

Because of counterfeits by metals base. 

But this vast continent had colder shores 

And woodland| wild, not so inviting to 

The friends of Mammon, but whose arms ere long 

A great and wondrous People should embrace, 

To be a section of the Church of Christ. 

'Twas here fair Liberty her standard rear'd — 

A name more dear than music's sweetest sounds, 

But oft misunderstood, and much abused, 

For while connected with poor fallen man, 

Great imperfections must surround her throne. 

For many who pretend to know her voice, 

And live beneath her smiles, are wretched slaves. 

So while she holds her court in these fair climes, 

Full many a struggle hath she had to keep 

Her standard flying ; and imperfect still, 

She often looks askance, as if ashamed, 

When she beholds some millions of bondslaves 
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Within her borders. Oh ! fair Liberty, 
When wilt thou teach thy sons that golden rule, 
" Do to thy neighbour as thou wouldest he 
Should do to thee ?" Ye ministers of Christ ! 
Wrestle with God Most High for grace divine, 
To cleanse the dark spot from your guilty land. 
Be faithful to your trust, and raise your voice 
Against that crying sin ; for upon you, 
If faithful to your trust, much will depend. 
Americans ! wipe off the cruel blot 
That shames your country, and your lustre dims. 

In those dread times, when Britain's lovely lands 
Distracted were by Persecution's hard 
And cruel hand, many took refuge where 
In other lands God's fair and lovely truth 
Had shone, and raised up friends to His great cause. 
But there was a firm band of minds prepared 
To brave all danger, rather than live where 
The truth could not be heard, nor freely preach'd 
Without unholy sacrifice and fear. 
Their hearts beat high to see the happy days, 
When Christian confidence and holy love 
Should be enjoy'd by ev'ry Christian heart 
The northern shores of the New World were free, 
And waiting to receive so great a boon 
As Christian men. and families, all full 
Of holy love and ardent zeal, to till 
Their woodlands wild and spreading plains, and make 
Them bud and blossom like the lovely rose. 
A little barque soon floated on the waves, 
Fill'd with this treasure ; guided by that Hand 
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That never errs, soon reach'd its destined port 

But they had many hardships to endure. 

While landing with their families and goods, 

The frothy spray with wet soon drench'd their clothes. 

Which the keen air soon froze upon their backs. 

Cold comfort this, on a wild dreary shore, 

No eye to pity, nor a hand to help. 

But they could join in prayer and praise to God 

Beneath the splendid canopy of heaven, 

None daring them to harm or make afraid. 

They knew their free reward must be in heaven : 

For they had counted well the sacrifice 

And cost that they would have to make on earth. 

With holy fervour oft their prayers arose, 

That God would make those deserts to rejoice 

In His salvation ; but they little thought, 

That their small band would in due time become 

One of the greatest nations of the earth. 

But they were holy sufferers for the truth, 

And memory ever will embalm their names. 

Oh ! when will lovely Charity ascend 
Her crystal throne, and reign in every heart 1 
Blind prejudice, and superstition, still 
Reigned in the world, and havoc made amongst 
The nations ; everlasting war and strife, 
As if men only lived to fight and die. 
Man's right to serve his God as he thought most 
Congenial with His word was not allow'd ; 
And sooner than concede what common sense 
Most plainly pointed out, the world must groan 
Beneath the weight of discord, war, and blood. 
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But still the holy seed had taken root 

In many nations ; and the God of grace 

Nurtured its plants with fertilizing showers. 

The light had shone, nor could its rays be hid ; 

But darkness fled before its piercing eye. 

In Britain, brightest gem in Ocean's crown, 

God had raised up a noble band of men, 

Who lived and labour'd to promote the truth. 

The sacred Scriptures were their choicest arms, 

And proof they gave that they had used them well. 

Nor were there wanting men of science deep, 

Who loved God's word, and proved that it is true. 

Britain, amidst her chilling fogs and cold, 

God prosper'd much, and by degrees her made 

The nursing mother of His saints beloved, 

To guard His truth, and spread it far and wide. 

The various churches in our lovely isle 

Began to feel their obligation great 

To spread the truth, and send it to those climes 

Where darkness reigns amidst the shades of night. 

They often ponder'd how it might be done ; 

Who could be sent, and who could find the means ? 

At length a solitary two or three 

Were found to try the hazardous emprise. 

Encouraged by example's powerful force, 

Others were found to take the mission field. 

Hard trials many had to undergo, 

While others died as martyrs in the cause. 

When to Hindostan's sultry clime they went, 

And Polynesia's ever fertile isles, 

Arm'd with the word of truth, and faith, and prayer, 

Satan, as if awoke from long sound sleep, 
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And in surprise, bellow'd, and raged, and fumed, 

And soon sent messengers to England's shores, 

Who told the people there, in gravest terms, 

That Bramah's empire must not be disturb'd 

By Christian faith ; and if they would persist 

In such a course, their Indian empire would 

Be lost for ever. When the senate heard 

This doleful news, a mighty stir was made 

To stop the progress of the word of truth. 

But thanks to the good providence of God, 

Men there were found within the Senate House, 

And out of it as well, who did not fear 

To plead the cause of liberty and truth. 

The priests and nabobs trembled for their craft, 

And men in office seem'd to be aware 

That if the truth prevail'd, old Mammon's rule 

Might not be so exclusive as before. 

Sure Satan must have been at his wit's end 

For an excuse to sound a loud alarm. 

How could it be, that these poor feeble tribes, 

Who had been robb'd and plundered on all sides, 

Should be afraid of a few harmless men, 

Whose only weapons were their prayers and books ? 

Time, that explains great mysteries, soon told, 

That infidels and sceptics ever were 

Averse to truth ; but soon 'twas seen 

That British interests would not be destroy'cL 

By schools and preaching, some good soon arose, 

And soon the Gospel's influence was felt, 

Till the fell custom of the vile Suttee 

Was seldom known ; nor could men be deprived 

Of their just rights for turning Christian men. 
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Oh, what a field doth India present 
For Christian labour 1 British Christians, now 
Look to yourselves. Christians of every name 
And sect, who love your Saviour's holy cause, 
Examine your position thoroughly. 

Ye men of God, who now profess to leave 
A sinful world, and seek a kingdom pure, 
Where God resides in glory infinite, 
And sin and sorrow will no more be known, — 
A world of light, and life, and holiness, 
Where bliss meanders in pure limpid streams, 
From the pure fountain of Eternal Love, — 
Say, are you ready to perform the work 
Which God assigns you ? to snatch ruin'd man 
From the dark realms of misery and death, 
And bring them to your Saviour's loved abode. 
God hath determin'd that it shall be done, 
And offers you the honour of the work ; 
But if refused, he other men will find 
More worthy. For He will demand His own, 
Nor suffer Satan longer to usurp 
And spoil His kingdom. Fear not the result, 
For it is safe. Your Leader's promise is 
For you sufficient, He can never faiL 
A century ago you might have paused 
With better grace ; for England had not then 
Awoke from sleep, and only a bright star 
Shone here and there ; but truly, since that time 
God hath pour'd out His blessings on our land, 
And on His churches. Prosperous and free, 
What lack we yet, to make us ready for 
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The mighty conflict ? More strong faith in God, 

And love to God and man. Oh, Love divine ! 

When will thy influence fill every heart, 

And lead us on to live and die for Thee? 

Faith and the word of truth must be your arms, 

And mighty prayer, which hath done wondrous things. 

Fair Science asks if she may take her part 

In this great work ; for some men say she ought 

To take the lead. True Science is a bright 

And lovely gem, of true and sterling worth ; 

When following in Religion's holy train, 

She is most comely, and of value great 

True piety loves well to hear her voice ; 

And well they are agreed, except when men 

Of minds perverse and blind misrepresent 

Their language. But, science to take the lead, 

In showing men the way to Heaven and God, 

Would be to take a part it never knew. 

The question, " How can man be just with God ? M 

It cannot solve, nor can it change the heart, 

Or grace impart men's passions to subdue ; 

Nor can it give a taste for heavenly joys, 

Or raise the soul to holiness and bliss. 

Only God's Holy Spirit doth these things. 

But when a man hath found the way to heaven 

By faith in Christ, and His good Spirit's power, 

Then science can unfold a thousand stores 

For his delight, and his convenience too. 

The word of truth reveals the way to God : 

Science unfolds the wonders of His hands. 

His holy truth declares His power supreme : 

Science confirms it in a thousand ways. 
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His word declares He is supremely good : 
And science proves the affirmation true. 
God hath provided for His creatures' wants : 
And science teacheth to secure the boon* 
God gilds the sky with millions of bright stars : 
Science finds out their distance, sue, and course. 
True holiness prepares the soul for heaven : 
While science caters for the mortal part. 

Oh, Britain, highly favour'd of thy God, 
Above all lands encircled by the sea ! 
Thou brightest gem on Ocean's throbbing breast, 
Whence comes thy greatness ? whence thy high import 
Among the nations ? for thou art exposed 
To seasons drear : winter's cold piercing winds, 
And autumn's chilling damps, that make the nerves 
Of hoary age to quake. But brighter climes 
Have not a bliss like thine. Amidst cold storms 
There is a genial warmth glows in thy heart, 
That keeps the life-blood flowing in thy veins, 
And makes thy people and thy land rejoice. 
Oh ! it is true religion makes thy bliss. 
For though thou art imperfect, still thou hast 
A noble army fighting for thy Lord, 
Larger than Britain ever saw before. 
But time alone can prove thy loyalty. 
Test well thy arms, and see that they are such 
As Christ and His Apostles used when here. 
Old superstition's stores are not all gone ; 
Formality still holds a high command. 
A latent scepticism still abounds ; 
And infidelity dares raise its voice. 
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Think not the powers of darkness are asleep, 

For they are active and in full employ. 

Their time is short, and ev'ry stratagem 

They will employ to blind men's eyes, and lull 

The Church to sleep. Moloch and Belial 

Have lost some ground of late ; for in our times 

A happy change hath come over men's minds, 

For they seem more inclined to work than fight. 

But Mammon carries on an active trade. 

The world loves Mammon, — Mammon loves the world. 

They are old friends, and close alliance keep. 

Long it hath been a favourM plan of theirs, 

To get Religion in alliance too. 

They both plead hard, and make fair promises 

Of happiness, and love, and pious bliss ; 

Although our Lord declares it cannot be ; 

Nor were they ever wedded with success. 

We hail true science, and the useful arts, 

As helpmates in our country's common weal. 

They have done much her comfort to increase, 

And help'd to raise her 'mongst the nations high. 

They help to smooth hard labour's rugged path, 

And soften down the ills of mortal life. 

Where pure religion takes up her abode, 

Science and Art soon follow in her train. 

The nations are agreed that some event 

Of moment is at hand : but what it is, 

They do not seem aware. Nor doth the Muse 

Pretend to prophecy. True, she can stretch 

Her wings, and upwards soar into the realms 

Of thought. There, in imagination's climes, 

She might ten thousand phantasies pursue 
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Through ev'ry nation of tTiis busy world : 
But what is the result 1 that she hath found 
No solid place of rest, where she could say, 
I have sure presage of your future days. 
Nor can archangel's intellect find out 
The future steps of God's untrodden path. 
But there is One, who from His crystal throne 
Beholds the whole, the vast expanse of time, 
And the vast ages of eternity. 
He to mankind hath revelation made 
Of His own will, in the inspired page, 
So far as needful 'tis for them to know. 
Let them beware how they the boon despise. 
Neglecting that, in darkness they remain ; 
And if in darkness, ruin must ensue. 
Oh, what a boon is God's inspirdd word I 
Let Britons hold it with tenacious grasp ; 
It is the graphic chart that points the way 
To fame and glory, such as God approves. 
Full many schemes are on the tapis now, 
To make men wise and happy ; but if they 
Accord not with the word of sacred truth,. 
They are like bubbles blown into the air, 
That for a moment please, then disappear. 
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PART IV. 



Oh, that some seraph's hand would strike the lyre, 
And make it vibrate through the hearts of men 
In ev'ry clime ! Awake them from their sleep 
With tones of thunder. Make them understand 
Their awful state. Then in celestial notes 
Of truth divine, teach them the wonders of 
Redeeming love. Oh ! how bright seraphs must 
Stand in amaze, to see immortal souls 
In stupor sunk, without a wish to know 
The way to bliss. Sad proof it is of their 
Deep fallen state, and disbelief of God's 
Unerring word. When will these awful clouds 
Be chased away, and the bright morning star 
With placid lustre beam on ev'ry heart. 

In the deep counsels of eternity, 
The matchless grace of God's eternal love 
Determined to redeem His creature man, 
Whom His infinite wisdom saw would fall 
From his allegiance, and himself expose 
To wrath divine. But to accomplish this, 
God's own dear Son must take our mortal flesh, 
Become a man, united to His own 
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Eternal Godhead. Thus prepared, He must 
Obey God's law in all its vast extent, 
And offer up His own pure blood, to make 
A full atonement for the sins of men. 
'Tis done ! and all the stores of grace divine 
Are spread before His creature man, with all 
The tender pleadings of paternal love, 
For his acceptance. But how few accept 
The proffer'd boon ! As if they would insult 
God's boundless grace, the greater part will seeki 
Some other way, and periah in their sins. 
Oh ! when will God's Almighty Spirit come, 
To shed abroad His new-creating power, 
And nil men's hearts with faith and love divine 1 
Ye Churches of the living God, pour forth 
Your souls in humble, but believing prayer. 
God will perform His work ; but He expects 
His Church, which hath received such grace and love 
Divine, to execute the Saviour's great 
Command ; that the glad tidings of His grace 
And love shall be made known to all mankind. 
Churches of Britain, every name and sect, 
This is the glorious work ye have to do. 
But other nations will assist you in 
The holy enterprise. They have begun, 
And ye have long since enter'd on the field. 
Many strong outposts ye have planted firm 
Among the nations ; many precious souls 
Ye have already gather'd to the Church ; 
And many God hath taken to Himself. 
Oh ! what encouragement to persevere. 
Ye have done well, but better ye must do : 

i 
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Ye must provide the means to spread the truth. 
Your present pace will not explore the world, 
Nor find the means to meet its pressing wants. 
Begin at home, examine well your heart, 
And say, doth not the world engross too much 
Your thoughts and energies. Take special care, 
Or it will steal your heart, and lead you far 
From the good work you have so well begun. 
By a few sacrifices made for Christ, 
Your^fissionary chests would overflow. 
Young men of England, let the Book of God 
Be your companion, ever at your side ; 
Now make a stand, as champions for the truth : 
Until your country, filTd with pious men, 
Sends you as heralds to some foreign land, 
To reap a harvest of immortal souls. 
Oh ! could the Muse lift up the veil that hides 
Eternity from time, and heaven from earth, 
That you might see that bright immortal throng 
Gather'd by holy men from heathen lands, 
How would your spirits scorn the paltry toys 
Of this vain world, and pant for heavenly bliss ! 

Ye men of God, go to Hindostan's land, 
For there you have begun a noble work ; 
There free access your country doth insure, 
And millions there will listen to the word. 
Be not discouraged, though you have to fight 
With sin and Satan in their strongest holds, 
For ever sure the promise of your Lord ; 
Conquest is sure, though ye may have to wait. 
Ganges no more poor infants shall entomb, 
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Nor filthy idols revel in their blood. 

Already China hears the word of life, 

By Britain's sons translated ; though 'twas thought 

Impossible a century ago. 

Its mighty wall cannot keep out the truth ; 

For its vast empire must be brought to Christ. 

The wilds of Tartary must also hear 

The joyful tidings : and Arabia, 

With its spicy groves, shall offerings bring 

To Zion's holy hill, the Church of God : 

To help her in the conquest of the world ; 

Not by the carnal weapons of this world, 

But by the word of truth, and grace, and love, 

And holy life that shows she is of God. 

The Arab chief, that scours the desert wild 

On his fleet courser, and the Turcoman 

That feeds his flock, or drives his camels forth, 

Laden with spices, fruits, and costly gums, 

For distant marts, shall hail the happy days, 

When holy truth, and joy, and peace, and love, 

The fruits of God's Eternal Spirit pure, 

Shall warm their hearts, and fill their lands with praise. 

The Ottoman proud empire, that so long 

Hath crouch'd beneath the crescent's deadly weight, 

And spell-bound lain 'neath Mohammed's proud name, 

Shall break its chains. That Name which is above 

All other names, the spell will soon dissolve, 

And make it free. The children of the cold 

And dreary North, who lie depress'd among 

The Arctic snows, must feel the cheering warmth 

Of life divine, when God His Spirit pours 

In healing showers upon a suffering world. 
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Oh, Africa ! when shall thy sable sons 
Be brought to God 1 When will the men 
Who take the Christian name forbear to act 
The base and cruel part for lucre's sake. 
Of buying and enslaving thy poor sons, 
To add more wealth to their ill-gotten store 1 
When will true piety explore thy wilds, 
Aided by true philosophy's kind hand, 
And raise thee to the rank of Christian men ? 
But dry thy tears ; for thou already hast, 
And long hast had, a band of noble souls 
From Britain's isles, whose piety and zeal 
Shall thee instruct, and lead thy children on 
To truth and virtue. Then thy wilderness 
Shall sound with joy ; and all thy sable tribes 
Shall join the triumphs of the Church redeem'd. 
Ye islands, on the Southern Ocean strewn 
Amongst its coral rocks, ye have beheld 
The messengers of peace, from Britain's land ; 
And ye have heard that Holy Name proclaimed 
That brings salvation, while its power benign 
Hath many hearts inspired with faith and love. 
Ye have had men of holy love and zeal, 
Whose energies and lives were sacrificed 
For your best interests. Nor did they live 
In vain. But Antichrist could not endure 
The sight ; but sent his wily sons to try 
Your faith, and prove it was both pure and true. 
Ah ! ye shall live, when he is overthrown. 

Land of Columbus ! Glory of the West ! 
Fitted thou art to spread the truth of God. 
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Thou hast much piety and holy zeal ; 

And thou hast liberty to make it known. 

Already have thy sons begun the work, 

To send the truth to all thy varied tribes, 

Both far and near. A goodly number thou 

Hast long employ'd in that good work ; but thou 

Must still increase thy Christian zeal, or thou 

Wilt be behind in thy most glorious work. 

But look well to the men thou sendest forth, 

For they have need of faith, and love most pure. 

The enemy is marshalling his force 

In every land, and thou art now beset 

With subtle tribes of Antichrist's dark friends. 

The Muse will not insult thee to suppose 

That thou wilt patronise their worn-out schemes. 

But there are others of more specious guise, 

Who plead for liberty and common sense, 

As if those attributes were all their own. 

And truly we would wish them much of both ; 

But let them not attempt to rob mankind 

Of God's fair truth, that like a cloudless sun, 

Shines far and near, and blesses all the world ; 

That light that shines in darkness, and illumes 

The weary pilgrims through this world's wild maze ; 

That light that cheers the broken contrite heart, 

Heals all its wounds, and points it to a rest 

Where God's kind hand shall wipe away its tears. 

But the wild theories of unbelief 

Have all been tried; in them is nothing new ; 

For they are stale as Satan's first essay, 

To tempt our mother Eve in Paradise, 
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When he first taught her to dispute God's word. 

But with our parents having gain'd his end, 

He with their children follows up his spite. 

Alas ! and ever will, till God shall chain 

His rage and malice to the fiery deep. 

We own it a most powerful instrument 

In his foul hands, to blind men s eyes, and lead 

Them down to ruin. But we never heard 

Of one bright spot, to which its friends could point, 

And say, Behold ! a our friend created this." 

Men of this stamp will not support your hands 

In Christian Missions. But you need not fear. 

The God you serve will not His Church forsake. 

Then let your pious sons well store their minds 

With truth divine, from God's inspired word. 

Let them obey their Saviour's great command, 

And preach the Gospel through the utmost bounds 

Of your dominions, and to all the world. 

Your scenery sublime might well inspire 

To noble deeds, but higher gifts you have 

Than nature gives : pure faith, and love divine. 

Ye sons of Abraham, the friend of God, 
Oh 1 could the Muse strike some melodious harp, 
Such as your ancient bards and prophets tuned 
On Jordan's banks, when to Messiah's name 
They swept the lyre ; then might she hope to gain 
A patient hearing. Oh ! hear His sweet voice, 
That once proclaim'd salvation to your tribes, 
Within your temple's sacred edifice. 
That voice that wept aloud when He beheld 



WHAT OP THE NIGHT? 119 

Your much-loved city doom'd to be destroy'd ; 
For it rejected God's Incarnate Son. 
Oh ! hear Him when He groan'd upon the cross, 
And pray'd to God that ye might be forgiven. 
A full redemption He hath paid for you, 
If ye believe ; oh, come to Him and live ! 
Search well His holy word, and ye will find 
" That He that was to come, is surely come ; 
And to look for another it is vain." 
There is a time fix'd in the Eternal Mind, 
When He will take the veil from off your hearts 
That hides Him from you. Then you will behold 
Your Betnlehem's bright star in splendour rise, 
To chase the glooms of error all away. 
Sharon's fair Rose will then adorn your tribes ; 
And they shall drink of life's immortal stream. 
Yea, God on you great honours will confer, 
By sending you to earth's remotest bounds, 
To preach the Gospel of His boundless grace ; 
For ye the language of most nations know, 
And fitted are all nations to explore. 

Oh, Europe ! there is much for thee to do. 
There Babylon hath built her strongest holds, 
And laid her snares the simple to deceive. 
But God hath said, He will her ways destroy, 
And overthrow her, never more to rise. 
Her page is stain'd with cruelty and blood. 
Ye nations who still linger in her train, 
When will ye flee her soul-destroying charms 1 
Oh, make the word of God your only guide, 
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And put jour trust in Christ, and Him alone. 

But thou hast many in thy wide domains 

Who sanction error ; and with fearless front, 

Deny the Lord that bought them. Oh, for more 

Of God's pure Spirit to instruct His Church 

To be more faithful with such wandering stars ! 

For rest assured, God will His word fulfil ; 

And if His mercy you refuse to hear, 

Judgment will come in its most awful forms. 

But raise your heads, ye faithful servants of 

The living God, for ye have much to hope ; 

The purposes of God can never Ml, 

And there are thousands of His faithful Saints 

Sighing and crying for the sins of men. 

They weep in sorrow ; but their God doth hear, 

And for their sighs will give them a new song. 

His holy word is spreading far and wide, 

In every quarter of the busy world : 

While thousands, in obedience to their Lord, 

Are preaching it with zeal and fervent prayer. 

Go forward, then, ye children of the light, 

For soon the darkest clouds shall glide away. 

The Sun is rising in the gorgeous east 

In chasten'd splendour ; while the western hills 

Reflect His beams in pure resplendent light. 

The turtle that long mourn d in silent shades, 

With melting voice now hails the lovely morn. 

The dews distil on Zion's tender plants, 

And soon will fall the fertilizing showers. 

Ye Churches of the living God, arise ! 

Whatever are the names by which you're known ; 
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If ye receive the Saviour and His word, 

And serve your God in spirit and in truth, 

Make no delay ; get to the highest mount 

Of faith and love : call to the dwellers in 

The vales below, and point the sacred way 

To Zion's hill. Let not your varied names 

Destroy true faith, nor cool your burning love. 

Behold, yon orbs that round the sun revolve, 

He gives them light, and they around him shine, 

Each in his sphere, reflecting his bright beams 

To other worlds. So go ye forth ; ye have 

A brighter sun round whom to move, and His 

Refined attractive powers are more intense. 

Reflect His rays to earth's remotest verge ; 

Invite her sons to taste the living streams 

Of God's free grace, and rest amongst His flock. 

He hath for them prepared a sweet repast 

Of heavenly fruits, pluck'd from the tree of life, 

Matured in heaven, and bought by His dear Son, 

And given to the needy sons of men. 

The Gospel now unfolds its richest stores 

Of peace and pardon through a Saviour's blood. 

The Holy Spirit waits to warm your hearts 

With faith and love, and raise your souls above 

The fleeting vanities of time and sense. 

Ye, who have done His will while here below, 

He now invites to His fair courts above. 

Long had the night enveloped our fall'n race 

In darkest gloom, with here and there a light, 

To cheer the steps of weary traveller ; 

Then brighter stars shone through the gloomy clouds, 
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Inspiring hope ; until at length the sun 

In splendour shone, and chased the gloomy night. 

Thou Church of God, thy conflict hath been hard ; 

Hold fast the faith, keep on thy heavenly way : 

A little longer, and thy toils will end. 

Keep thine eyes fix'd on yon fair world above, 

Where darkness cometh not, nor night is known, 

But thou shalt live in one eternal day. 



THE END. 
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